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TALES 

ROUND A WINTER HEARTH. 

THE PILGRIMAGE OF BERENICE. 

Hush ! 'tis a holy hour ! the quiet room 
Seems like a temple; while yon soft lamp sheds 

A faint and starry radiance through the gloom, 
And the sweet stillness, down on bright young heads, 

With all their clustering locks untouched by care, 

And bowed, as flowers are bowed by night, in prayer. 

" Hemans. 

A RECORD; 

By the Reverend Mother of the Bumham Cells, 
of Saint Magdalen's at Jerusalem, to the Seven 
Chantry Sisters of our Lady of Ockhotdt. 

My daughters ! while I live, you know 
my entire affections are with you. But 
when I am gone, I would yet leave a 
memorial of myself in your bosoms, of a 

VOL. II. B 
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2 THE PILGRIMAGE OF BERENICE, 



more durable remembrance there, than 
the engraved stone that may monument 
my grave. It is not endowment of lands 
I bequeath j for such this roof renders 
needless to you. Neither is it the sacred 
book, which has been my own solace 
from youth to age j that, too, in accurate 
copy, was bestowed on each of you, by 
the same bounteous hand which fkst 
taught mine to form the like hallowed 
characters. No, my daughters, I prepare 
for you the history of yourselves ; that 
is, of woman's heart; but tried, where 
yours have escaped j — in the person of 
your benefactress Berenice. First, in- 
deed, under refuge like this of yours* 
then on life's wide ocean. 

But with that, or with the world, as those 
words relate to objects beyond this our 
little haven, you happily feel you have no 
link as sharers in the conflict. From all 
the heart-wearying hopes, and soul-cloud- 
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ing dreads of that troubled ocean, heaving 
constantly with thesplendour of vain shows, 
or of gulf-sinking prospects, you are safe. 
These peaceful walls have sheltered you, 
since the earliest years of your orphan 
childhood y and will continue to do so, from 
the hour in which you break this seal, till 
that in which ye, too, shall rejoin me in 
the rest of Paradise. Read, then, this nar- 
rative, and learn what you have escaped. 
Read, and remember the long fostering 
care of her that made the record. For 
the manuscript is not to meet your eye, 
till mine, and hers who planted you here, 
are shut on mortal life. Read, and bless 
her memory, who provided you this tranquil 
homestead, from storms, which so nearly 
wrecked herself. Lay the lesson to your * 
protected hearts, gratefully ; and, teach- 
ingit to the young unprofessed maidens of 
our house, who come amongst us to learn 
Heaven's precepts to woman, send them 
b 2 
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4 THE PILGRIMAGE OF BERENICE, 

forth duly prepared to fulfil their duties ; 
as the cheering help-mates of them for 
whom their gentler aid was created. Do 
this, and I shall not have retraced in vain 
The Pilgrimage of Berenice. 

The day-spring of her morn was bright- 
ness. She drew her first breath in the 
Holy Land ; and her earliest conscious- 
ness to existence, was finding herself the 
infant darling of a consecrated sisterhood 
like ourselves j whose convent, under the 
title of the House of Saint Mary of Com- 
fort, stood on the eastern side of the 
Mount of Olives, in a deep dell there, 
shaded by groves of that beautiful tree 
of peace which gives the mount its name. 
The gentle undulations of the ground 
immediately about the convent, bloomed a 
garden. Its mossy softness, and its grassy 
banks, returned to the light pressure 
of the passing footsteps, a fragrance that 
spread every where, from violets and other 
19 
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isweet-breathing herbs budding in the 
pathway. Myrtles, roses, and the scented 
briers of Carmel, grew also in profusion ; 
clothing that mountain glen with all the 
splendid hues of their various leaves and 
flowers, and adding a richer perfume to 
the already balmy air. A cool arid limpid 
stream, watered this little Efden ; social 
with the walkers on its banks, by its soft 
murmurs while it rippled along, through 
the waving sedges, and sighing lilies, in its 
bed. It was called the Tur, from its 
dove-like sourfds. I have roamed de- 
lighted there, of moon-light nights and 
dewy mornings. For it is the home of 
my youth, as well as that of Berenice's, 
I am picturing to your eyes ; and its fea- 
tures are fresh to me, as if I were now 
tracking them, step by step, with the 
fond, familiar recognition of an actual, 
visit to their scenes. 

B 3 
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6 THE PILGRIMAGE OF BERENICE, 

That well-remembered stream, sq 
sweetly solitary in some of its winding, 
narrowed paths, at its broadest expanse 
was deepest ; and there a bridge, of one sin- 
gle arch, of very anciently-sculptured mar* 
ble, crossed it, and led where our secluded 
vale, opening to the south, and hung 
with all the fruits of spring and autumn, 
formed the convent refectory-garden. The 
orchard of Pharaoh's daughter, which, 
tradition says, Solomon the king planted 
on this very spot, could not have been 
more variously or amply furnished. The 
almond-tree, and the fig, the pomegranate, 
with the bright clustering vines and 
golden citron, grew from terrace to ter- 
race, in ripening bowers over the strewn 
ground beneath, for any hand to gather 
them. And there, at even-tide, the 
joyous children from the cottages near, 
came on permission, and sported amidst 
the scattering blossoms, or regaled on 
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the abundant fallen fruit ; while the 
younger sisters of the convent, joined their 
plays with all' the fellowship of mirth and 
innocence. 

This might be called luxury j but it 
was of nature's providing. In the struc- 
ture of the convent itself, art had be* 
stowed no pretension, though it had been 
erected during the imperial times of Con- 
stantine the Great, and by his pious 
mother. But it owed its continued ex* 
istence, through the many evil days that 
followed those happier times, to that very 
humility of aspect. It offered no prize 
to the spoiler of cities, to turn out of his 
way to sack such anchorite walls j and 
disdained, till forgotten, it remained as 
in a wilderness, a little chapel of refuge 
for the destitute. For nofte, then, trod 
Mount Olivet, but those who fled to sane* 
tuary. Those dreadfiil times commenced, 
when the Saracen infidel* first overran 
b 4 
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8 THE PILGRIMAGE OF BERENICE, 

the Christian empire of the East ; and 
they were numbering, with a blackening 
calendar, when the mercy of Heaven 
staid the calamity of the land, and a 
deliverer was appointed. Godfrey de 
Bouillon came with his heroes, and Jeru- 
salem was again the emporium of the 
Christian world. 

Still, even then, this little convent 
remained in the obscurity of its cherished 
seclusion ; for the comforted need not 
others to meddle with their joy. But on 
the fifteenth day of July, in each succeed- 
ing year, the anniversary of the Holy 
City's recovery by the Christian arms, 
the curtain of separation between these 
sequestered duties, and the contemplation 
of the great earthly memorials of our 
faith, seemed for awhile withdrawn j and 
just as the dawn broke it was the custom 
of a certain number of the Sisters of 
Saint Mary's, to ascend their Mount to- 
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wards the southern side, and after tra- 
versing its peculiarly consecrated spots 
in that direction, proceed to the summit, 
where, viewing the Holy City, they stood 
littering their hymns of praise. It was 
the privilege of each young disciple, on 
taking the white veil of preparation for 
a year's ministry in the sick wards of the 
hospital of St. John's at Jerusalem, to 
lead that pilgrim band ; and there for 
the first time behold, though from afar, 
the spot of her votive duty. St. Mary's, 
in common with all the other convents 
adopted into the rule of that charitable 
commandery, sent thither its serving- 
sister, at the beginning of every autumn j 
and received her again, on the expiration 
of her year, either to assume the black 
veil of profession, or still/to remain an 
agisting member in the preceptory, a 
nun, in every religious respect, excepting 
the vows. 

B 5 
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10 THE PILGRIMAGE OF BERENICE, 

Berenice, as she grew from childhood 
to youth, often contemplated the busy 
preparations for that sacred progress of 
the Mount, with the most animated de- 
sires to partake it. She, then, hourly 
heard talk of Jerusalem, the great parent 
city of " the chosen people;" whose 
history she had listened to with wonder, 
when a child, and afterwards studied 
daily, with deepening interest, in her 
own little Greek Bible. But what waa 
yet dearer to the genuine devotions of 
her young and pure heart, it was the city 
where the Saviour of mankind had trod ; 
where his tears of tender mercy had 
bathed its stones ; where the tomb, which 
he had entered once, to unseal for ever, 
was yet to be beheld ! She had lived all 
the years her brief memory could regis- 
ter, within a few miles of these doubly- 
consecrated walls, and still the unex- 
plored heights of Olivet reared themselves 
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in interdicting barrier, between her and 
the objects of her yearly increasing wishes. 
For each descending group from the &n- 
ijual pilgrimage, told her so much of the 
magnificent spectacle they had seen j of 
the august bulwarks of Jerusalem, of the 
splendid domes, marking the ate of the 
ancient temple, and the palace of David ; 
and, above all, that of the holy sepulchre ; 
beyond which the Christian banner, float- 
ingfrom the citadel top, protected the 
sacred places in a lasting sanctification. 
But, to the vivid curiosity of the young 
scholar, to the ardent piety of her inno- 
cent and grateful heart, another circum- 
stance added a personal motive there ; 
augmenting to an almost impassioned 
yearning, her impatience for the day of 
her own permission to see what her com- 
panions so exultingly described. 

On the morning of Berenice's sixteenth 
birth-day, Paula, the reverend command. 
b 6 
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12 THE PILGRIMAGE OP BERENICE, 

ress, (for so the rule of the order styled 
our superior,) put a small scroll of the 
Gospels into her young charge's hand, 
telling her, it had been her mother's ; 
and, by that mother's wish, had been 
reserved, to be given to her on that parti- 
cular day. 

Berenice was surprised at tlje present j 
and something awed out of the smiling 
hilarity with which she had obeyed the 
summons of the Commandress to attend 
her in her apartment. She had been so 
happy from her first hour of conscious- 
ness, under the fostering care of that 
kind guardian and the elder nuns, while 
the younger loved her like sisters, that 
till this moment, when her deceased parent 
was so impressively mentioned to her, 
she had hardly ever thought of any other 
mother than the venerable woman before 
her, whose tenderness had been as such 
to her. Nor, indeed, had she ever ques- 
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tioned within herself, to what rank her 
parents might have belonged; the men* 
tion of either, having never, till now, been 
brought in any discourse before her; 
hence she had rested satisfied with the 
natural conclusion, that, like the other 
orphans adopted into the foundation, she 
had been the child of some brave soldier 
of the crusade, and of a virtuous wife, 
closing an early widowhood in the quiet 
asylum of death. 

That her mother did indeed close an 
early deserted state so, was the fact ; but 
of the circumstances concerning it, Be- 
renice had no guess. She had never 
heard, that, during twelve anxious months 
of life-consuming, unimparted hopes and 
fears, she had been nourished at that 
mother's bosom. She had never been 
told, how often that weeping parent had 
snatched her cherished babe from that 
swelling breast, lest the bitter pang of 
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some sudden disappointment had tainted 
the food of nature, and might poison the 
smiling lip that pressed it. Nor did she 
know aught of that sadder hour, in which 
that tender mother felt, the quivering lamp 
within her, must expire. , And then, how 
gently did she raise the sleeping infant 
frofti its cradling on her heart, when 
finding the chill of death was spreading 
there, aftd hold it tp the arms henceforth 
to be its shelter ! And why was the child 
of that fond Ipve, kept ignorant of such 
affection and such sorrows ? With the 
bequeathment of her babe, the dying 
parent h^td enjoined our venerable supe- 
rior, for it was to her benign care she 
committed the sacred trust, to spare her 
child's early years the knowledge of all 
that world of woe. She smiled, with a 
brightening gleam, even while uttering 
the ipournful injunction j for she added, 
«« I would not wither her young heart, 
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irith knowledge of a past that cannot be 
redeemed; nor fill thai innocent breast 
with apprehensions of consequent ills, 
Providence may direct far from her head. 
The forsaken may yet be reclaimed ! ,f 
And then she sealed her lips on the fore- 
head of her child. — She did seal them ; 
for they withdrew not again : they were 
Cold, in that long embrace ; and the babe 
wept. The mother of Berenice was no 
more. 

But ere the scene had drawn to that 
final close, the dying paxent had imparted 
her last testatnfehtary wishes to the Com* 
maiidress. The child, who was so far 
ndt aft drphan as to have a father living, 
when the anxious mother lay upon her 
death-bed ; she was to be retained unde^ 
the protection of the house of St. Mary, 
till her father, or her father's family, 
Bhould appear, to clani and take her thence. 
"Nothing but death/' the agitated jftother 
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had affirmed in her last moments, " could 
eventually detain the husband of her un- 
swerving faith, from coming to restore 
their child to his arms!" But, mean- 
while, she desired that the strictest silence 
should be preserved to Berenice, — the 
blameless inheritrix of her sex and name, — 
with regard to whom, she had belonged. 
Though, at the age of sixteen, should 
she continue so long without recognition 
by her paternal side, then* on that day — 
the same in which her mother first left 
her sacred asylum and became a wife,— 
the Commandress was to put into the 
hands of the hitherto unconscious daugh- 
ter, that copy of the holy Gospels, which 
had been her mother's solace day and 
night 

" On the first leaf," she observed, " I 
have written what will give her some in- 
timation, that she had a mother, stricken 
in her, youth j and whose soul might yet 
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brighten in a daughter's prayers." The 
words were th§se: " My child! my 
daughter! When those you belong to, 
reclaim you, whether to bear you far 
away from this land of your birth j or to 
take you to a stationary home in the Holy 
city, go there ! to where your mother's 
hands have often spread the bed of the 
wounded, and smoothed the pillow, of 
the sick; where the eye of thankfulness 
opened on her cherishing watchfulness ; 
and where the bliss, bestowed with a 
boundless gratitude, and accepted in an 
evil hour, blighted the object of her 
love j and now brings her with sorrow to 
the grave. — Child of my happy vows ! 
daughter of my breaking heart! go^ 
then, to the altar of Saint Magdalen 
of the holy sepulchre, and pray for the 
peace of thy mother's soul : — for her 
ashes will then repose there ! — If thy 
father mingle his tears with those orisons, 
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the past will have ceased its troubles ; 
and Berenice may know that her mother's 
spirit has found its rest ! — Bless thee, my 
child!" 

On Berenice receiving the little volume, 
which the kind Paula delivered with very 
few words ; but the simplest, with such 
a memorial, could not fail affecting the 
heart of a daughter, though now only 
recalled for the first time to any steady 
recollection of her affinity with such 
feelings ; she opened it with a na r 
turally melancholy reverence. Her eye 
immediately met the written characters 
on the leaf before the title-page* and 
not being qware of their contents, she 
began scanning them hastily ; but in- 
stantly impressed with their solemn im- 
port, she stopped, and recommenced. And 
when the had read them silently to an 
end, she turned to her venerable guar- 
4ian, with an emotion of soul she had 
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never known before. For she then felt, 
that whatever kindness the friend o? ber 
nefactress may bestow, there is yet a 
something in the interchange of fostering 
care, and soothing gratefulness, between 
a parent and a child, which only the 
^wakened filial heart can conceive j and 
that never to have known such a throb for 
the bosom which had so cherished her, 
and breathed its last sigh in sorrow, ap- 
palled and bewildered her. 

" Oh, madam !" she exclaimed to the 
Gommandress, " have I now read the $d* 
dress of my mother to me ? — My mother ! 
whom I have never been led to think on, 
during all these years, from infancy till 
womanhood !" — and a look, even of re- 
proach, shot from amongst the tears of 
contrition, then dropping on her burning 
cheeks. 

Our reverend mistress did not imme* 
diately answer j nor did she see that 
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accusing glance ; for her recollections 
were busy with the past, — the hour, 
when that inscription was written. — 
Berenice's quick apprehension saw, in 
that venerable countenance, that what- 
ever might be the reasons which had 
hitherto held her silent on the sacred 
subject, which then evidently engrossed 
her thoughts, unkindness to the me* 
mory of the parent was not one' of 
them j and therefore, in a voice, iri 
which undiminished respect again min- 
gled with its deepened tones of filial 
regret, she more calmly added: — " Tell 
me, now, reverend Madam, who was my 
mother ? — Surely, nothing I ought to 
shrink from knowing ! for, were she even 
one of the humblest serving-sisters of St. 
John's j or one of the poorest pilgrims 
that waited there, I should indeed feel 
no disgrace in avowing my gratitude 
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at its gates, for the alms she may have 
received there." 

With these words, tears ran over her 
now pale cheeks j and the Commandress 
taking her into her arms, for a while they 
wept silently together. Then, straining 
her young charge tenderly to her breast, 
the venerable lady seated her beside 
her, and with a soothing firmness re- 
plied : — • 

"Myeloid! your mother's virtues were 
of a nature to command the fullest reve- 
rence of her daughter j and for her sta- 
« tion, she had been accustomed to dispense, 
not receive. Who she was, I am not yet 
at liberty to tell you. But that she was 
noble, you may judge by the information 
I can give. For, ere she became a wife, 
she was an unprofessed sister of the 
chapter of Saint Magdalen at Jerusalem ; 
and none can be so, but who are of 
unspotted lineage. Then, for an inheri- 
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tance of poverty ; Berenice, look to the 
manner of your rearing here. Do you 
see any of the daughters of the endow- 
ment, lodged as you are lodged ? served, 
as you are attended? or, above all, edu- 
cated with the high branches of wo- 
men's accomplishments, which are taught 
you?" 

Berenice's flowing tears were checked 
by new surprise, at this reply, so full of 
deference to the condition of parents, 
one of which, the evidence in her hand 
told her, had died in sorrow j and the 
other, — she was yet to inquire his fate ! • 
Was he still living, to yearly furnish the 
house of her asylum with such unusual 
means for the maintenance of his child ? 
For ere she answered her protectress 
with the obvious inference, rapid recol- 
lection made her remark, what indeed she 
had never observed before, the wide dif- 
ference between her style of establishment 
18 
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in the convent, and that of her young com- 
panions.— A distinction which her genuine 
unselfish nature had hitherto prevented 
her noticing, and from the simple circum- 
stance alone, of every privilege she pos- 
sessed, whether in place, table, amuse- 
ments, or any thing else, having been 
freely shared amongst them. In the full 
enjoyment of a universal participation, 
it never had occurred to her that she 
was more than the happy promulgator of 
their kind preceptoress's indulgences.— 
Her little cell, situated next to that of the 
venerable lady, was indeed hung with a 
beautiful arras, like to that made beyond 
sea, and brought to the Holy Land by 
the brave crusaders j but this, Berenice 
was now told, had been wrought by 
her mother, during her sojourn within 
its very walls. It pictured the story 
of David in his flight from Saul, with 
Abigail kneeling at his feet, veiled m 
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the manner of the east, and pouring out 
an offering of fruits and flowers before 
him. 

To see this, the young novices had often 
collected into her apartment, either for 
the pleasure of renewing their admira- 
tion of its nicely-executed needle- work, 
or of imitating some of the luxuriantly 
coloured tribute, on the canvass of their 
own embroidery ; and never, indeed, did 
she then find remark, either from them, 
or in herself, of any intended difference 
to the occupier, between walls so cover- 
ed, and those of their little dormitories 
of merely plastered stone. And then 
she had books of curious penmanship, in 
many languages ; and she was taught 
those languages, and how to write the 
characters in those books; but learning 
was so easy to her, it never occurred to 
her there could be any such extraordi- 
nary labour in teaching, as to make it 
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costly $ and so few in the house seemed 
to regard these usually only clerical ac- 
quirements, as any thing better than acts 
of supererogatory penance by one of their 
own sex, that a wish of rivalry never rose, 
to hint to her the peculiarity of condition 
such studies might imply. 

But before she could draw any distinct 
conclusion to herself, from observations 
so hastily summoned, the commandress 
again spoke ; and, enumerating such ob- 
vious recollections, accompanied with her 
own remarks, also pointed out other minor 
distinctions, which, Berenice felt, while 
respectfully listening, would otherwise 
never have been noticed by herself. And 
while the noble lady ran over the little 
catalogue, with the yet unrelinquished 
air of one born of the privileged order 
she implied, and to whom the world 
had once taught the honorary value of 
even the smallest distinction j her young 

vol. n% c 
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charge, who had never seen that world, 
attended with an increasing surprise, at 
such petty things beingconsidered a differ- 
ence j but she silently made that response 
in her heart. Besides remarking on her 
apartment's unusual furniture for the 
mind, avowedljr most precious to her, she 
was to observe that her bed was down !— 
But how, indeed, could she have noticed 
this at all ? for, never having slept on any 
other, it was out of her power to compare its 
softness with the harder texture of the sis- 
terhood's common felt Her cup, too, at 
meals, was of silver, chased ; and her salver 
of the same material ! But what of that ? 
What is seen every day, can scarcely be 
expected to strike as any thing extraor- 
dinary ; and, particularly, as the costly 
chalice, which bore her name, gave no 
more cooling refreshness to the clear 
water of the river, when poured spark- 
ling from the refectory vase of the con* 
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vent, than did the most ordinary potter's 
vessel on the same board ; nor did her 
daily bread taste sweeter from the shining 
metal, than from the roughest oaken 
trencher that might have been presented 
to her. But on festivals, and other holi- 
days, when conserves, rare fruits, and 
other viands, were brought out in more 
than customary donation, did not some 
singular deference exhibit itself, in their 
always being laid before her first ? No, 
no j it was not Berenice who could make 
such translation. It had seemed to her, 
that happy accidents were ever giving 
her the Beat of almoner of the feast ; and, 
with a blithesome and bounteous hand 
she dispensed the banquet. " The cost," 
observed her protectress, " is the over- 
plus from your own necessaries. For your 
mother's bequest, provided for your liber* 
ality, as well as comfort." 

c 2 
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This latter remark did indeed aflkct 
the heart of her auditor with many new 
sensations j with consciousness of power, 
and a strange emotion of delightfulness, 
mingling with her so lately simple feel- 
ings of filial regret alone. Was she, then, 
to understand that she had received this, 
a before accounted bounty from the con- 
vent, as a right ? And, that she was born 
of parents so much greater or richer than 
those of her daily companions, that these 
advantages must remain with her continu- 
ally? 

Smiling at the thoughts this new view 
of things presented to her ; the capacity 
of a munificent benevolence, beyond the 
social little treat of a sister's name-day j 
or the small doles of charity she had 
hitherto supposed the utmost of her or- 
phan means, when blushingly bestowed 
on any of the poorest order of pilgrims, 
whom she occasionally met in their pas- 
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sage across the mount, to the chapel of 
the grave of Saint Lazarus. 

" Ah, Madam !" cried she, her before 
humid eyes sparkling with pleasure ; "so 
will I dedicate the superflux, my honoured, 
parents have bestowed on me! making 
mysel£ indeed, happy in the comfort of 
those poor pious travellers ; for they shall 
have both clothes, and food, and money: 
in their scrips. And I know my sister a of 
the convent will rejoice in resigning, for 
so delightful a purpose, all the little in- 
dulgences, they so unconsciously derived 
at my hands," 

The anxious Paula* glad that her pupil's 
excited feelings took this still home tum-> 
planning to retread, only more extensive- 
ly, the aecustomed paths of her yet brief 
life j and, the good lady not being author- 
ised to answer distinctly all the quesr 
tions Berenice had asked, or implied, re- 
specting her parents, now here broke up 
c 3 
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the conference ; and, embracing her witlr 
an approving affection, told her to gratify 
her heart with both acts of kindness, 
without restricting either ; since the little 
cruse her mother had bequeathed, was 
sufficiently blessed, not yet to lack the 
means of fulfilling purposes so worthy 
the offspring of a daughter of the Hospi- 
tallers of Jerusalem, 

From that day, Berenice naturally took 
more observation of the peculiar circum- 
stances to which the commandress's dis- 
closures had directed her attention ; and 
could not but perceive the tacit distinc- 
tion paid to her by the elder nuns of the 
establishment, while the serving-sisters, 
of the same standing, were even obse- 
quious in their diurnal duties. Berenice, 
without being able to assign the reason to 
herself, was much less gratified with 
these inferences, than when she received 
tfie same as part of the common service 
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demanded for her young companions also; 
only, perhaps, a little augmented to her- 
self, by the partial fondness of persons, 
her own affectionate disposition was con- 
stantly propitiating by the most endearing 
acts. And well might she be so long 
blind to any extraordinary privileges in 
herself, since the seemingly spontaneous 
services they so often dictated, were al r 
most always instantly turned by her into 
some channel of wished indulgence for 
one or other of her orphan sisterhood. 
; She now also noticed, that besides the 
cdstly hangings, every minute article in 
her cell was of superior quality to any 
She saw elsewhere. But then, they had 
been her mother's. The tapestry wrought 
by her hand; the little golden shrine, 
supporting the gemmed crucifix j every 
thing told the same story — the wealth of 
her parents. But they also bore a more 
precious record to her— they were mor§ 
c c i . . • ; 
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*han presumptive evidence, that she be* 
longed to some of those noble pairs, who, 
in the first years of the crusade, had sought 
Palestine, to succour the oppressed, and 
wh^> had perished in the cause. In vain 
'she attempted, during after conversations 
with the comnmndfresS) to draw from that 
land, but cautious lady, either by caresses, 
or the most imploring persuasions, the 
frames, or history in any way, of her father 
or mother. AH the answer was, that she 
must rest satisfied with the information 
already given, till her eighteenth yearj 
When, if she- were not thcin reclaimed by 
Iter father's family, site was to make her 
own pilgrimage of the Mount ; and then,, 
ere she proceeded to the sacred noviciate, 
such as her mother had filled in the 
wards of the Holy Hospital, a sealed 
coffer would be delivered to her ; and, on 
topemng it, she would find the solving of 
every mystery she now wanted to know* 
"For," continued Paula* "without the 
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ftames df both parents are revealed to the 
grand commandress there, to establish 
the legitimacy and honours of the claim- 
aftt*s birth, no novice can be received into 
that illustrious chapter of the order of 
Saint John, but in the inferior rank of 
serving-damsel on the sisterhood itself." 

Berenice had never contemplated the 
possibility of any rank being allotted to 
her, within those famed walls of benevo* 
fence, below that in which she might 
dedicate the warm enthusiasm of her 
high-raised piety, to those offices alone 
Which comprehended the ministries of 
that benevolence $ and the flush of a 
pride, till that moment an unconscious 
inmate of her breast, kindled to her 
cheek at the bare idea. Regarding, 
then, the memorials about her in a new 
light ; and cherishing their preservation, 
as the warrant of an honourable admis* 
sion one day, to the duties which her 
c 5 
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mother had shared, and to those which, 
her heart yearned to pay at her tomb, 
she at last resigned herself to await, with 
contented patience, the stated hour, when 
the opening of the promised coffer should 
make her the happy mistress of so hal- 
lowed a destiny. 

But that which had been revealed, was 
sufficient to excite some change in her hi- 
therto perfectly felicitous heart. Till that 
moment of uncertain knowledge, all had 
been gay, unclouded paradise within her. 
Thoughtless of from whom she sprung* 
only that she had found herself in a garden 
of sweets where she knew no wants, she 
was then happy ; looking to God alone* 
as the donor to herself, in common with 
all those who lived under the same roof 
of comfort, that was her home. But now, 
she seemed to have belonged to a world, 
~ might have been reclaimed to it, — of 
which she never had thought, while read- 
16 * 
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ing its histories in the books around her, 
but as the vision of a city, that had be$n ; 
and whose site was known no more j at 
least to her it was so- 

But these disclosures made her ponder 
on what that real world actually, was J on 
what the endearing affections of its differ* 
ent relations, truly were; and to feel a 
melting, or a kindjing in her bosom, when 
she now dwelt on the storied page, that 
told of Joseph's tenderness to his brother 
Benjamin ; of Ruth's filial piety to her 
husband's desolate mother; of Jonathan's 
friendship for the persecuted David; of 
Jacob's fostering care over the fond, but 
repining Racheh In all these, the world 
of a thousand years ago, she found the 
human heart, as it might be, in her own 
bosom j for while she read or meditated* 
an answering throb often told her* there 
was the sympathy; and then a passing 
thrill would light its centre r with, some 
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fond wish to share stich tendernesses j but 
it was only the flash of an instant j falling 
Kke a shooting star, and unregretted, 
amidst the familiar prospects of her youth 
— a vestal path, in veiled deeds of cha- 
ritable ministry, always conducting to 
the^ seclusion of piety and peace. 

Such, indeed, were the habitual views 
of Berenice's mind \ but again and again 
tfee phantoms of something beyond them, 
would recur to her, and not always con- 
fhied to the lonely hours of her silent 
study. She would often find herself wan- 
dered away alone, from her young com* 
panions during their seasons of rural 
pastime, and, almost lost amongst the 
rarely-trodden thickets, muse about her 
origin, conjecturing whether her father, 
whom she could not but suppose some 
illustrious knight of the first crusade, 
were yet living ; (for on that subject the 
commandress had positively denied any 

17 
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Satisfaction ;) or did he also sleep by 
Jier mother in the grave. — Impress 
ed with this last idea, as most consistent 
with her never having heard of, or seen 
him, during the to her long stretch 
of seventeen years — her whole life, in- 
deed ! — whether her orisons were breath- 
ed in the recess of her cett, or in the chapel 
of nature where she walked, her eyes 
ever turned as to the kebla of her heart, 
on that part of the heavens which cano- 
pied the tomb of one parent, who bad 
desired her prayers, and might also that 
of the other. 

But these musinga were not always 
solitary. There were a few sisters in the 
house, for whom Berenice entertained a 
peculiar degree of affection j and with 
one or two of these most beloved com* 
panions, she would either stray in confix 
dential discourse, or, lighter of spirits, 
ramble carelessly amongst the luxuriantly 
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beautiful, or wildly romantic scenery of 
.Olivet. 

But her chief delight was to take their 
course down its more rocky side, towards 
a well, near a palm grove ; which had once 
shed its dates over the mounded remains 
of the little mansion of the Sisters of La- 
zarus. There Berenice used to deposit 
her pretty osier baskets, filled with nicely- 
culled fruit, and wheaten cakes, which her 
own hands had prepared the previous 
day; adding a few pieces of money in 
each, for the poor pilgrims to the Saint's 
tomb ; who might usually be descried 
most Wednesdays, about set of sun, pass- 
ing down that quarter of the mount, 
towards the refreshment of its cooling 
spring. But ere they arrived there, she 
and Tier companions had generally left 
their little offerings in the niches of its 
ivy-mantled arcade, built to shelter the 
pure water alike from the direct heat of 
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the summer, and the falling leaves of 
autumn. Her baskets were each sur- 
mounted with a little wooden cross — a suf- 
ficient index, their contents were meant 
for the scrips of the pilgrims ; and, when 
found empty next morning, by the con- 
vent servitors, they were brought away, 
to be replenished by the same young 
hands, for the succeeding day's similar 
deposit 

But it was not only to the scantily- 
provided, houseless traveller, of the holy 
faith she herself shared, that Berenice be- 
came as the heaven-commissioned bird of 
the wilderness ; unsefcn, and unsuspected, 
supplying the wants of the wayfaring 
destitute. In her solitary, thoughtful ram- 
bles, which, during such moods were 
usually turned towards an abrupt height* 
remote from the convent boundaries, and 
whence she fancied she could catch a 
glimpse of the brook Kedron winding 
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there ; and, therefore washing the base 
of the very hift of Jerusalem, she most 
wished to behold m reality ; wM^strain- 
ing her sight to trace its sparkling waters 
through the thronging olive groves, she 
sometimes discerned a few dingy-habited 
Turks, slowly journeying along a ne- 
glected old causeway, lost almost in the 
thicket; and from those very circum- 
stances, evidently selected as their secu- 
rest path. Berenice being fully aware 
that the conquered state of this once 
dominant and oppressive people, kept 
them so hourly apprehensive of retalia- 
tion^ that th^y receded everywhere from 
chance of a Christian's notice, thought 
it probable, that her eye alone df any 
from the convent had ever lit on these 
sort of travellers. 

Sometimes they appeared in groups of 
three or four, mostly on foot, but when 
mounted, only on the commonest beasts 
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of burthen* —Now and then, but rarely, 
^she might descry, some single figure of* 
bold and erect mien, wearing, in that pri- 
vileged solitude, the crescent scimitar, 
and the unkirtled poniard ; both, betrayed 
to her sight, from that deep valley to the 
height above, by the sun-reflecting glanc* 
ing of their brassy hilts. — - Sometimes 
another object would attract her longer 
notice j would make her pause in her walk, 
to meditate, and pity what she saw : some 
old man, tottering alone over that brokem 
causeway, staggering at every blast ; for 
tniany met him from the riven sides of 
the numerous ravines ; which intersect- 
ing that wild region, like tunnels fraught 
With pent up winds, scorched or bleakly 
withered, according to the season in 
which the current blew. 

Once, she met such an aged Moslem 
travelled, and making thus his lonely 
jdurney.— It was nearer to her customary 
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boundaries, than the road she had so 
often observed, and she happened to be 
alone. For it was mid-day, and very hot ; 
and in consequence of that, while her usual 
companions, as well as the elder nuns, were 
retired from the extraordinary heat into 
their cells, she had volunteered to finish 
that day's duty for one of the old serving- 
listers, and visit the sick cottagers, for her, 
At the bottom of the convent-hill. Under 
mch a meridian sun, she had naturally 
sought the most shady, and therefore some 
•of the most sequestered tracks that lay 
between Saint Mary's and the little ham- 
let; and in one of those very bye-paths, 
she met the object of so unexpected a 
rencontre. The traveller, evidently of 
Jthe most patriarchal years, was walking 
slowly, feebly supported by a staff. — A 
green turban bound his head; and the eye- 
brows beneath it, were full, and snowy 
white ^s his long sweeping beard. Th? 
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rest of his raiment was of the humblest 
class of Turks. On her sudden turning 
into the path where he was, the inoment 
he appeared to hear steps, he stumbled, 
and must have fallen, had she not in- 
stinctively sprang forward* and caught 
him on her arm. He looked up, and saw 
it was a Christian woman who had assisted 
him, and one, too, of the holy orders. 
For the large, grey, pilgrim-like hat, worn 
by novices who had not yet assumed any 
veil, then shadowed the beautiful coun- 
tenance of Berenice; more beautiful, 
from the respectful pity that beamed 
there. 

, " Damsel !" cried he, «« it would ill 
become me, to shake off, as a viper, the 
hand that has sustained me. Lead me 
whither I want to go, not many paces; 
from this spot j and I will pray the pro- 
phet, to make thee his ; or there wash me 
from this defilement, necessity forces on 
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me !•** The old man trembled while he 
spoke, and yet leaned heavily, on his half- 
repulsed supporter, 

* " I belong to one," replied she, " wha 
is the protector, as he was the creator of 
all men ! Therefore, as his creature, I 
sustain thee* venerable Moslem! Nor 
would I fear to do the same, by the most 
spotted Pagan that idolatry ever polluted 
with its leprosy ; — my divine master, has 
so taught me human duty/ 1 

The aged Turk did not answer. He 
was very faint j and, while clinging closer 
to the fragile little arm that tenderly held 
him, pointed with his other hand to the 
deviously-winding tracks she was to take. 
Thus, for some time, he silently directed 
her. And, with amazement at every new 
turning, she conducted him by seemingly 
untrodden ways ; so intricately tortuous 
were they, amongst the clefted rock and 
thicket, that had they not now been dis- 
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closed to her, she never could have guess- 
ed any thing else lay behind that rough 
and thorny surface, than the solid mass 
of the mountain. The narrow path in 
which she guided the steps of the travel- 
ler, was rugged with jagged rock j and the 
roots of decayed trees, struck deep through 
the numerous fissures, more than once 
caused him to rest in the difficult road. 
She offered him refreshment from a flask 
of milk, in her basket for the cottagers. 
He hesitated j then placing the little 
vessel for a moment withip his bosom, 
bowed to the east while he held it thers ; 
that done, he took it thence, drank a small 
portion, and returning it to her, blessed 
her. 

She had been nearly half an hour leading 
him thus, when the precipitous gorge of 
a high stony dell presented itself; rising 
indeed so perpendicularly, that it seemed 
some prison-dungeon, where the fire of a 
noon sun, shooting direct downwards 
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from the cylinder-shaped top, (the wooded 
height opening only there to the sky,) 
collected into such furnace-like heat from 
the reflecting rocky walls, that it might 
have rather been supposed a place of 
penance than of refuge. On entering 
within its portal cliffs, Berenice's eye 
glanced with one look around, and be- 
held, at the further end, a group of per- 
sons crouching under the scanty shade of 
a piece of tattered black canvass* hooked 
Over them from one projecting angle of 
the craig to another. A child, of about 
four years old, sat between two of them ) 
a young and an elderly man. It was cry- 
ing bitterly, while a woman, wrappedup in 
a dirty blue-striped chadre, (the totally 
(enveloping veil of Mahometan women,) 
was trying to persuade the miserable lit- 
tle creature to eat a bit of something, dark 
as the sheet over its head, and looking 
indeed lik6 a morsel of the same, rent off 
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in mockery of the poor babe's clamorous 
hunger. 

Berenice shuddered, on perceiving the 
pale, starved face of the child, who seemed 
sick, as well as famishing. And she 
shrunk, with some apprehension also, on 
finding herself so remote from all. the 
known paths of the convent, and alone 
with so many infidels, of manifestly the 
lowest order of hopeless poverty. For 
though starvation was not marked on the 
countenances of either of the two men, a 
gloomy distress was sufficiently legible in 
the one; and a desperate recklessness on 
the other. The woman's face was not at 
all visible ; for while her two male com- 
panions were touching > the ground with 
their foreheads, at sight of c the old Mos- 
lem's turban, of their prophet's colour, 
she, as conscious only to the approach of 
a man not of heri kindred,, drew her 
shroud-like veil closer. oyer her ; shew* 
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tog nothing of a living body under it, 
but the long bony fingers, with which 
sbte continued to force her loathsome food 
into the child's mouth, till it shrieked 
again. 

At this, Berenice forgot every thing but 
the poor struggling innocent before her ; 
and starting from the old man's side, in 
the sudden impulse, for she well divined 
the cause of the little creature's aug- 
mented distress, immediately put her bas- 
ket of nicely-culled provisions, fresh* 
and fragrant, into the child's hand. — 
In one moment it snatched one of the 
delicate and wholesome cakes, from 
under the covering vine-leaves,- and 
devoured it. The father, the eldet of 
the two men, had stretched out his arm 
to wrest the basket from the child ; for a 
glance discovered to him it was a Chris-; 
tian woman who had bestowed it But 
the old Moslem, who had taken his seat 
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within the arch of a shallow recess in 
the cliff, called out to him to forbear ! 

"lama Hadj&, as thou seest !" cried 
he ; " atid having a sacred fillet from 
Mecca, bound on my breast, what it 
touches is sacred also. The damsel hat 
given me to drink, from that basket. She 
has supported my steps thus far to the 
land of my fathers, where I mean to die. 
Feat not then to take her offering, for 
my lips have hallowed it." 

No more demur was made. And 
Berenice gladly saw' the child dry its 
poor cheeks, and with sparkling eager 
eyes recommence banquetting from her 
little store. When it appeared satisfied, 
the automaton mother, who otherwise 
seemed insensible to any benefit having 
been bestowed, took the basket; and 
carefully wrapping it, with its contents, 
m a heap of woolleti garments; thrust 
the whole, with the child fallen asleep, 

VOL. II. d 
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amongst them, under the stomach of a 
quiet chamor; (the commonest sort of 
all the many tribes of ass in the country), 
which stood, tethered, and half dozing, 
close to the edge of the scanty awn- 
ing. At Some further distance, another 
beast of the same order, but of larger 
bulk, and bolder mettle, lay rolling its 
shaggy body from side to side, in the short 
mossy sort of grass which cloathed, in 
green patches, the bottom of the chasm. 

While Berenice's quick observation in 
a scene so new, noticed all this, the old 
Moslem, her charge thither, had called 
her again towards him. He sat on the 
bare ground, in the mouth of the recess; 
and, behind him, not very deeply sunk 
in the rock, a small pool of perpetually 
replenished water was visible. This, in- 
deed, constituted the peculiar value of 
the place, as a hidden asylum for Ma- 
hommetan travellers of every descrip- 
22 
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tion; the track lying just in their 
way, either for errands of kindred com-* 
munications ; or of secret merchandise ; 
with their fugitive brethren, scattered 
throughout lower Syria ; or on religious 
progress across the desert, to Mecca or 
Medina. For those who had been, or 
who intended the latter, the shelter of 
the arched recess was reserved; and, 
therefore, the Hadje had taken his place 
there. When Berenice drew near him, 
hq looked up stedfastly in her face. 

" Alia has been gracious to that face !" 
cried he, "and thy actions of this day, 
have been worthy the gift." 

He then told her the purpose of the 
place into which she had brought him ; 
and that it was the only spot, between 
the Moslem hovels, yet allowed them in 
the suburbs of Jerusalem, and the fords 
of Jordan, where one of his wayfaring 
brethren could rest. " It is our last 
d 2 
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asylum of the kind," continued he ; " and 
only that remains because it is unsus- 
pected." Hence he conjured her, never 
to divulge what she had then seen, to 
those whose fanaticism might deem it 
piety to deprive them of it 

" If I ever should speak of this place," 
returned Berenice, " it would be to those 
%hom my conscience knows to be such 
true servants of the Saviour of mankind, 
that, like yon stream oozing from the 
rock, to cool every feverish lip that ap* 
proaches it, their zeal to bestow good 
would imitate the Being that opens yon 
rock ; and the wesjy, who wander here* 
would then find no violation of their rest ; 
but that provision for their wants, which 
God provides, and only he can sanctify !" 

The old man bent his head, and kissed 
the hem of the light grey mantle that 
covered hen " Fare thee well, in peace !" 
said he : then, turning to the two other 
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men, who sat under the shadow of their 
dark turbans, gazing on the Christian 
woman; the younger with a sort of 
lowering feature, which, on her turn- 
ing also, and perceiving it, made her 
shrink within herself; — What, then, was 
her terror, when she heard the Hadje 
order him, to re-conduct her back through 
the intricacies of the ways which had 
brought her to their sanctuary, and there 
leave her. The man rose with alacrity ; 
but ere he could advance, Berenice had 
taken out her purse ; and, approaching 
him, with a calmness of manner she was 
far from feeling inwardly, at once de- 
clined any guide in a path she had trod 
so recently; and, proffering him the 
purse, gently asked, whether that might 
not purchase the temporary use of the 
larger cbamor, (which was then risen, and 
cropping the jich herbage from the cran- 
d 3 
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nies of the rocks,) for the easier travel 
of their venerable countryman. 

A few more apprehensive moments, on 
her side, and of almost speechless grate- 
fulness on the Hadj6's, settled the ac- 
ceptance and appropriation of the trea* 
sure she had bestowed. The young 
Moslem, with a fierce smile of surprised 
delight, full as alarming as his former 
suspicious scowl, gave an immediate 
jhurrah of assent; and the whole of his 
party, with one accord, fell at her feet ; 
for even the hitherto insensible, veiled 
woman, at the sight of the gold, had 
been moved; and Berenice returned 
their loud invocations to Alia in her 
behalf, with a trembling eagerness in the 
sincere benediction with which she bade 
them farewell. 

The next instant she was beyond the 
rocky portal ; and, with flying footsteps 
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thridding the mazy path even as by 
instinct, she issued, breathless, from its 
thickets ; and, finding herself once more 
safe on the well known, and commonly 
frequented glades of the mount, most 
fervently directed her thanks to Heaven, 
The other charitable office, this ex- 
traordinary adventure had turned her 
from at the time, was, nevertheless, ful- 
filled the same evening. And, when the 
whole was confided to the beneficent 
priest, who was alike her confessor, and 
instructor in all the high matter, of her 
education, she knew he would confirm 
what he had taught her, by himself 
assisting her to perform her pledge to 
the' poor Moslem Hadj6. And the good 
man honoured her confidence ; for, from 
that day, no wretched traveller ever 
entered that hidden refuge, without 
finding food and raiment : deposited, 
indeed, by hands unseen, and therefore 
d 4 
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generally appropriated with a frugal 
deference to the invisible benefactor. 

The sisters of a convent will not weary 
over the monotony of pursuits, record- 
ed of one like themselves, whose chief 
business in life was to acquire a pious 
contentment, whose pleasure was to pro- 
mote it in others. But if ye weary of 
that noiseless track with Berenice, ye 
will soon find it drew very near its 
close. After her meeting with the Hadj£, 
she rarely ventured to take her walks 
quite alone; and her most usual com- 
panion was a young preceptoress called 
Mildred. • Those sisters of Saint Mary's 
who had passed their year of attendance 
in the holy hospital at Jerusalem, always 
took that title on their return, as teachers 
of the novices, preparing them to fulfil the 
same duties, in the same office. 

With Mildred, Berenice often ex- 
tended her rambles along the eastern 
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brow of Olivet, with some of the Sacred 
books in her hand; whence she read 
to her, portions of scenes, which every 
object before them deepened in interest ; 
being the very theatre of those doubly 
consecrated events, Berenice frequently 
closed her little volume, and pausing in 
their walk, leaned on the arm of Mildred, 
to gaze with her on the silver flood of 
Jordan, as they caught its rapid course 
glancing between the openings of the 
hills, lying yet more eastward than Olivet, 
towards the river. Berenice's eyes shone 
with the enthusiam natural to her dispo- 
sition, while she asked her friend in a 
scarcely breathed whisper, " if she could 
not distinguish the ark of Israel, rising 
radiant from that wave, and its white-robed 
supporters emerjging with it ?" 

Mildred usually smiled at these bursts 
from her friend; though far from im 
sensible to such visions of the soul; feel* 
d 5 



Digitized by 



58 THE PILGRIMAGE OF BERENICE, 

ing that they never occur, but as shadows 
of a past, whose realities have stampt 
their existence on the mind and heart. 
The heart ! for the mind inay learn, but 
it is the heart that companions us with the 
noble exemplars we see or hear of. 

When advanced opposite some more 
expanded vista in the hills, they would 
look far across the vast intermediate 
space, to the distant mountains of Ara- 
bia, red and glowing in the evening sun, 
and wonder to each other what the world 
was beyond them. 

Did the rebellious descendants of Ish* 
mael yet scour those terrific deserts, in 
lawless depredation of every other man ; 
or might the tent of Hagar be found in 
any part, — still to remind her sons that 
the blood they would shed, and that in 
their own veins, drew their sources from 
a kindred spring ? Both friends longed to 
explore those deserts j to see the daugh* 
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ters of the land — and, if it were possible, 
teach them, the humanities of their own 
beneficent bosoms. 

" And in time, our pilgrims passing 
thithor, to and from the new Christian 
dominions east of the great desert, may 
do it J 9 observed Berenice, "for kind* 
ness is the best teacher of itself. And 
how amply such persons, often wealthy as 
well as pious, have it in their power to 
soften the hearts of the destitute, (too 
frequently rendered obdurate, by the 
hardness of unpitied suffering), my 6wn 
little means of judging, has given me suf- 
ficient proof." 

" Yes !" rejoined Mildred, " (to whom 
alone besides her confessor, Berenice 
had revealed the circumstance of the 
Moslem travellers,) "to despair of our 
fellow crfeatures, is to make them des» 
perate, or to keep them so. He that 
made all men of one family, and willed 
d 6 
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they should return to the same again, 
bade us hope all things ! And, there- 
fore, I can now open my seer eye, with 
yours !" added the young preceptoress 
with an ingenuous smile, " and see the 
veil of separation between the natives of 
yon desert, and this holy mount, passing 
away like a mist of the morning I" 

« Beware of teaching any of our way. 
farers between Jordan and Euphrates, 
that pleasant dream !" exclaimed a voice 
behind them. On looking round, they 
perceived the Baroness de Hardres, a 
noble lady, who had entered the convent 
as a temporary boarder only a few months 
before. She, with another, not quite so 
recently a member of the establish- 
ment, had approached the two contemp- 
lative friends unheard, till the moment of 
her speaking; and then she gaily con- 
tinued her remarks, — a Knight ojr friar, 
trusting to such vision, might wake rather 
23 
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suddenly, in other circumstances than 
ladies' bower, or palmer's date grove! 
Believe me, the sun of benevolence must 
shine for many a century yet, ere the fog 
you talk of be quite exhaled* Look on yon 
moon, exalting her bright horns over the 
desert; stealing the light she acknow- 
ledges not, and ever the object of its 
wandering inhabitants misapplied wor- 
ship! — First, the free-booting goddess, 
their idolatrous rebellions, preferred to the 
just restraints of their fathers j then, the 
crescent ensign of an equally untrajnmei- 
Kng faith, for impunity and plunder! 
Trust me, certain dispositions confirmed 
by certain habits, must have a long time, 
before your gently insinuated alterations 
in the one, can make any real change in 
the other j — and yet I grant ye, there is 
no other way of ever turning the swotd 
of the wild Arab, into a home-keeping 
pruning-hook J" 
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" And, a bloody sword it is ! — day by 
day making many a helpless being, home- 
less !" ejaculated the Baroness's young 
companion, who then mournfully added, 
« I lost a father, under its merciless 
stroke," 

"Indeed, dear SalomS," rejoined Be* 
Tenice, turning with an awakeiued interest 
to these affecting words, uttered by one 
hitherto so proverbially silent amongst the 
sisters, that after being made to observe 
the determined reserve of her manner on 
her first coming to the convent, none had 
ever proposed a question on her sadness. 
Mildred, equally surprised, and with a, 
Jess sympathetic feeling of the pang she 
might probe, in her eagerness to plead con- 
trition for an injurious feeling in herself, 
abruptly exclaimed, "Alas, Salom6! how 
I tlave wronged you ! Your gloom was 
sorrow ; not the austerity of selfish seclu- 
sion ! You have known, and lost a home, 
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fcthfer than this convent ! Can you for- 
give toe ?" 

SalomS did not reply, but her tears did ; 
and she laid her hand gently on that of 
Mildred, and pressed it. Berenice felt 
the touch of a daughter upon her heart ; 
and though not sharing the remorseful 
appeal of her friend, sought to soften its 
agitating want of caution, by appearing to 
partake a portion of similar affliction, to 
that the young novice mourned ; and in 
in a soothing faltering voice, she gently 
rejoined, " This is a home of peace for 
us, dear Salom6 ! and I, too, have reason 
to bless it For what else than the death 
of my father also, can have deprived me 
from infancy, till now, of his embrace ? 
Alas, I never tasted that sacred joy!" 
Self-pity closed that sentence j and the 
full tear in her eye was not then for Sa«> 
lom6 alone. 

The kindly Baroness, distressed at the 
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turn the conversation had taken; now 
tried by a few cheering words to her 
first companion, to divert it into another 
channel, but Salome shook her head $ — 
" No, madam, i*q exclaimed she, " it 
would be better for me if I could forget 
I ever had a home in happy Edessa ! — 
Oh, that word ! — Edessa ! dear Edessa ! 
Its fragrant dewy mornings, and the glad 
voices issuiag from our gate ! Its even- 
tag hearth, when my own hands spread 
the board for the smiling return of them 
I shall never see again — my father ! my 
father !" And she looked wildly towards 
the east, while rapidly adding — "He, 
the bpnjl of all, fell in yon very desert, 
defending our lives and freedom, against 
a furious onset of its fiercest Arabs ! The 
robbers were put to flight, but in that 
moment, an arrow pierced him ! — and, 
covered with his blood, I received his 
la?t embrace !" Salome covered her face 
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with her hands, and ceased to speak. To 
speak themselves, in this her heart's sacred 
pause, was not in the mind of any pre* 
sent. Tears alone now proclaimed their 
sympathy; tears silently shed from all 
but Berenice, and she sobbed convul- 
sively. 

The Baroness, however, was the first 
to dissolve the painful meditations, into 
which the agitated feelings of the little 
party subsided j and again she addressed 
Salome, with a consolatory reference tG 
her youth; the prospect of a happy 
life yet before her ; when the tranquil- 
lizing offices of the holy asylum she had 
chosen, should have reconciled her to her 
loss ; and prepared her to enjoy, and to 
do her duty, in the other tender relations, 
she must well know, Edessa still reserved 
for her. Salom6 raised her bent-down 
head, and almost looked her answer to 
the Barpness, Her pale face was now 
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entirely visible, excepting where the broad 
shadow of her liat fell, doubly darkening 
her already deeply engloomed counte- 
nance. 

" Yes," repeated she, " I am conscious 
to what you tell me; I am vehere hea- 
venly comfort will come to me ; but I 
go no more to seek happiness on earth. 
From the hour in which I saw my father 
perish in that fatal journey, undertaken 
for such happiness, I vowed to devote 
the life he had died to preserve, to 
prayer and penance; and, here, I fulfil 
the sacrifice !" 

Her hand was pressed close to her 
heart with these last words, uttered 
in a tone that penetrated the soul of 
Berenice, while it amazed her. Cherished 
grief, for a parent so lost, she thought 
she could fully comprehend j but the 
profounder woe in the accent, which 
pronounced the mourner's present se- 



Digitized by 



A RECORD. 



67 



lected refuge, a place of penance in its 
holy offices, she could not at all under- 
stand ; and, with the whole ardour of a 
nature eager to rekindle in the crushed 
spirit of another, sonje embers of the 
happiness she often-felt glowing in her 
own bosom, from a sense of joy in ex- 
istence, and its duties alone; suddenly 
drying away the tears that yet hung on 
her long, modest eyelashes, in a rather 
apprehensive but yet energetic voice, 
she said, "Oh, Salome, look on me! 
I believe myself an orphan like you, — 
nay, not like you; for I have never 
known a parent's home. Had I but 
once enjoyed, with the full conscious- 
ness of my heart, but one pressure to my 
mother's, or my father's bosom, then I 
could have turned, with bliss unalloyed, 
to the tranquil, sacredly protected hap- 
piness of this our granted asylum. For 
no yearning, unsatisfied desire, would 
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then have invaded the peace of this my 
path to paradise ! It is so, to you, to all 
of us, my sister ! Beyond it, — there open 
the gates, where those we mourn have 
entered, and where we shall mourn no 
morp !" 

Berenice, at that moment, while speak- 
ing, gazed on a wide aerial sea of light, 
which, tracking the opposite horizon, 
extended its luminous, yet soft azure, 
under an arch of glowing clouds } as if 
there did indeed unfold the haven of 
heaven. 

Salome's dark eye followed that look; 
and gladly would she have felt her's 
brighten in the yiew ; but the chill 
within her, seemed an heart and soul : 
and, therefore, with a sigh of almost 
hopeless self-commiseration, yet grateful 
for the comfprt meant, she gently an- 
swered, "So be it, kindest sister! may 
thy joys ever continue thus, of the spirit 
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alone ; and the earth cannot take them 
from thee !" 

Berenice received the prayer warm to 
her gracious heart, but she did not un- 
derstand the whole of its ambiguous 
import Salome felt her own necessity 
for such an invocation. She found her 
soul fettered, at one point, to the earth 
she had rejected. And though deter- 
mined by a headlong kind of self-aban- 
donment, to withdraw herself for ever 
from every object, however dear, that 
seemed to have impelled her father's 
fate ; yet, it was not with the freed spirit 
of a solely heaveivdedicated vestal. A 
superstitious dread of blood-guiltiness, 
demanding the surrender, hung over her 
like a doom of hardly suspended justice ; 
and giving herself a victim for the fan- 
cied crime ; (no more, in truth, ihan her 
father losing his life in a journey, under- 
taken, indeed, with no other object than 
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to secure her happiness with a long* 
attached lover) ; she continued to bewail, 
in silent loneliness of heart, not merely 
her parent's timeless death, but the ir- 
revocable separation that was its conse- 
quence, between her and the betrothed 
husband of her virgin vows j and, night 
after night, saw the scalding tear drop 
jon each bead of her rosary, which num- 
bered her soul's wordless prayer for 
him. 

Salom£, feeling all this, might have 
envied Berenice the pure simplicity of 
her self-dedication ; had she retained 
enough indulgence for herself, as to form 
any wish — - but to be forgiven of heaven 
for her guiltless crime, and then forget 
her sorrows in the grave ! In this tem- 
per, she now turned away from her 
companions j and,, with her usual melan- 
choly abstracted look, struck into a 
solitary path. 
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The lady of Hardres, left alone with 
Mildred and Berenice, ejaculated, " Poor 
Salome de Fluvian! she has, indeed, 
much to deplore; and the struggle 
between the halo of the saint, and the 
wedding garland — thorns and flowers— 
of a simple Christian woman, is yet upon 
her ! I, too, have lived long enough in 
the dear Edessa she laments, to know 
her sacrifice/' 

At this declaration Berenice and Mil- 
died drew nearer to the Baroness. As 
it was a rule of the convent never to 
make the private histories of any of its 
members, a subject of information to the 
others, none, except the Commandress, 
ever knew who or whence they were, 
until they chose to extend the commu- 
nication themselves j therefore Berenice 
and her friend now, for the first time, 
heard the most celebrated city of Meso- 
potamia, connected with the names of 
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Salome and the lady of Hardres. And 
the eagerness with which both her au- 
ditors grasped at fevery species of ift- 
formation bearing on the objects of their 
fkVourite reading, now loaded her with 
a thousand questions respecting that c< de- 
lightful land" — a sojourn of the Jewish 
earliest patriarchs; and tradition told 
was also that, tfhose magi hailed the 
star of Bethlehem ; and where first 
a Christian kingdom was established in 
the east 

" I believe the fact," returned the 
Baroness, " but those good times passed 
away for a season j and many dark and 
fair days, has that really 'delightful 
land* seen since ! —Pagans, Mahomet* 
ans, and now Christians again, possessing 
the crown of the so justly-famed Ab- 
garps!" The kind lady then proceeded, 
though repeatedly interrupted by va- 
riously-excited new interrogatories, to 
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patiently make rejoinders to them all, 
till the whole string of her answers gave 
a desultory sort of information, that 
might be comprised thus. 

"I am old enough tq remember as a 
young married .woman — not twenty 
years ago — when Godfrey de Bouillon, 
and his two brothers, Baldwin and Eus- 
tace, with many renowned warriors be- 
sides, came first to the rescue pf the Holy 
Land. The sea, you know, is its fair 
boundary to the west} and there, our 
crusade ships, could readily make their 
owm frontier. To the east, the sandy 
desert, by its vagtness, was also a manage- 
able barrier. But to the south, lay Egypt ; 
the one great stronghold of the Spldan 
infidels, who then trod Palestine under 
foot ; while to its north, stretched Meso- 
potamia between the two great rivers, 
Tigris and Euphrates, like a noble castle 
within its moats. And whoever possesses 
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that country, may be said to hold the 
gate of Palestine, in that quarter j having 
power to repel any invasion by the infidel 
Kaliphs of Asia, now residing at Bagdad j 
and who, indeed, excepting Mesopotamia, 
are lords of all north or east of those two 
mighty rivers. But Mesopotamia was 
theirs also, at the time of Godfrey's land- 
ing j and to secure such a frontier, such 
a bulwark, to cover his meditated deli- 
verance of the Holy Land, was that ex- 
perienced general's first object. I have 
often heard my husband speak on this 
subject, and describe his commander's 
movements to that effect" 

" Edessa was the capital, and the for- 
tress, of this invaluable line of country $ 
and round its three ranges of circumval- 
lating battlements, the Christian army 
disposed itself. But I shall not enter 
into the particulars of that terrific, and 
glorious &ege j suffice it to say, that after 

22 
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prodigies of valour, Eustace and Baldwin 
de Bouillon gained the walls in one quar-^ 
ter ; and Godfrey, with De Bourg, and 
their followers on the other. My Baron 
and his, were with the latter* The town 
was carried j and with it, the whole 
sovereignty of the so often contested bar-* 
rier land. And, shall I ever forget that 
land, as I first beheld it,when my husband, 
crowned with victory, brought me from 
the reserve of the Christian camp, to take 
up a residence in the new garrison. The 
country, bearing no trace of war, but 
extending, in the most lovely undulations 
of hill and dale, from the bank of one 
noble river to the other ; the rapid Tigris* 
rolling like a cataract ; the majestic Eu- 
phrates, covered with our boats ! 

" In some parts, it certainly is wild $ 
for the Moslem has left his marks there* 
But in general it is neither scathed 
desert, nor matted forest, but beautiful in 
e 2 
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its remotest solitudes, — gardens of sweets, 
only wanting the bands of some happy 
pairs, to dress and enjoy them, — That 
boon was given to me, and I did not re- 
ject it ; my husband's station being rather 
to the east of the city, towards the 
mountainous district of ancient Charrhse. 
The pomegranate, the abundant vinej 
and every teeming fruit tree, were there, 
in luxuriant wildness ; the remains - of 
former cultivated grandeur. But even 
then, the side of every smooth hill,* and 
the depths of each verdant little valley, 
were whitened over with sheep j such as 
followed Rebecca's crook, when she 
led the flocks of her brother Laban. 
* " Yes; I have often sat by that very 
fountain, where she met the faithful ser* 
vant of her father's kinsman, Abraham ; 
and the bracelets of gold, and armlets, of 
silver, were respectfully clasped over, the 
gracious hands, which had so promptly 
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given him and his beast to drink ! But, 
like poor Salom6, 1 have now little chance 
of seeing that spot of my early happiness 
any more. However, to your next ques- 
tion ; how I, the wife of a crusade knight, 
became so long a resident in its happy 
shades. ' 1 

" Edessa being won by the Christian 
sword, the redeemed people, (who, under 
whatever infidel rule, had always pre- 
served the altars of the cross hidden 
amongst them,) besought Godfrey to 
leave one of his brothers, as their protect- 
ing sovereign. Baldwin and Eustace, both 
had performed the part of heroes on the 
walls ; and the wishes of the citizens, ac- 
cording to their own characters, were 
divided between themj for, excepting 
valour, their manners were different as 
their persons. Baldwin was of plain, but 
dignified exterior j brave, scrupulously 
just, and beneficently bounteous. : Be- 
E 3 r 
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^towing only where real want aeed<ed, 
or mferit deserved, his well-managed do- 
natives never failed such expectants j and 
.flowed generously, within the restricted 
t limits. Eustace, resembled him in nought 
but his courage; and there, with this 
extreme, that it rushed over every object 
like a consuming fire. By it, he had 
been first of the train to scale, not merely 
. the main out-wprlj:s of the town, but the 
rpfecipices that moated the full-armed 
crates ; and by it he had clambered under 
showers of missive weapons, to the top of 
rfche great pinnacled tower, and tearing 

* down the cresceat standard, planted his 

♦ spear, bannered with the cross, in its 
place. He stood, as I have been told, 
like some God there ; and the whole po- 
pulace beneath, in the town, shouted in 
admiration of the beautifully terrific 
spectacle. 

"I have never seen him j bxat my hus- 
band has often described him to me, as 
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every way formed to catch the public 
wonder, and therefore their passions. Hi$ 
personal magnificence was dazzling ; and 
his liberality so profuse, that all other 
noble, yet measured benefactions, seemed 
niggard, beside such unnoting, overflow* 
ing largesses. And, for his figure, there 
was nothing seen throughout the whole 
crusade arrpy, to compare with it. Like 
that of Absalom, it was without blemish 
from hp$d to foot ; and, like Absaloiflj 
the errors of his nature were inward. I 
remember ray husband's very words, in 
lamenting this j for he loved the Prince, 
and oft^n wfirned him in vain j — 'Eusr 
tace,' said he, « Jiad the port* and the spirit 
of a lion, to win an empire j but in his 
wrath, the fury also of one, to trample it 
to desolation beneath his feet } and then 
howl, inimpotence of redress, at the waste 
heh^d made!' 

" One proof of this he gave me, as 
e 4 
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having occurred during the taking of 
Edessa. Eustace soon made a victorious 
path from the standard tower, over a 
bleeding mound of his vanquished ene- 
mies, towards the ark of the city, (so its 
great fortress is called) where the chiefs 
of the Moslem inhabitants had retreated* 
with their families and treasures, as a last 
refuge. On approaching its walls, the 
Prince was informed, that his brother 
Godfrey, who had gained the town in the 
opposite quarter, was at that very moment 
before the gate of the stronghold on 
the side of his own advance, negotiating 
terms with the garrison for an immediate 
surrender. Eustace, never to be withheld 
in the torrent of his triumphs, despised 
parley when conquest might compel; and 
(ordering red-hot balls of iron to be cast 
from his war-machines against the huge 
cedar doors, of the gate on his quarter, 
burst th6m blazing inwards j when he was 
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instantly passed by his headlong follow- 
ers j but who soon, in conjunction with 
him, carried the place at every point, 
with a force and a fierceness nothing 
could control; for the, whirlwind ^ of 
battle had not rushed by him a second, 
ere he was in the midst of it again ; 
sharing, what he .might, prompt, but 
could not check ; and, with sword and 
brand in his own grasp, was spectator 
of the city's riches made the plunder of 
his soldiers j the corn-magazines set in 
a pyre of flames j and of the difficulty 
with which any of the garrison were 
spared in the full sweep of extermination. 

" By 'that ill-timed exploit, my hus- 
band believed the young prince lost the 
sovereignty of Edessa ; and yet only after 
the steady refusal of Godfrey to sanction 
such; elevation j who, as head of the 
whole crusade^ dreaded to leave a spirit 
of yet so untempered a constitutional iiu* 

E 5 
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petuotfity, in charge of a frontier of sucft 
importance to the Holy Land. Ftfr th$ * 
greater multitude ttf the citizens, capti* 
vated by the first spectacle ofEustac§ 03a 
the standard tower, and the profusion 
with which he had scattered amongst 
them his share of the fortress spoil* 
thought they beheld, in the splendor of 
his person, and the astonishing achiever 
ments of his valour, a restoration to theif 
country of another Arintheus ; its most 
memorable Christian hero of pagan timesi 
Of him, the patriarch Basil wrote in the 
Archives of the city, as " one having had 
strength and beauty so inimitable, the 
Creator seemed to have formed him in 
such faultless perfection, to show what * 
man had been in paradise ; and, that his 
mind, in corresponding symmetry, held 
so mild a rule over the country he 
governed, that all within its borders was 
peace. Without, when war attacked. 
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them, then his sUploits were such, the 
iriost Veritable historians appeared febur 
lous while relating them ; the heathens, 
regarding his faee in the cloudy of battle, 
as if their own Apollo, incensed, were 
launching bis terrors on them." 

" To this hero, the populace of Edessa, 
cwnpared the prince they demanded. 
But the graver reason of the elders of 
the city, t?as soon convinced that the 
young warrior before them, wanted yet 
maqy years of the weli-dispiplined spirit, 
with which Ariptheus had taken the pre? 
serv&tion of Edesfea Udder the broad shield 
alike of his wisdom and his arms. The 
result was, Baldwin de Bouillon was 
nominated to the protection of the Edes- 
saens, with the modest title of Count; 
and Eustace, to whom their enthusiasm 
bad offered the* prouder recognition, of 
king, retired from? th6 scene of his min- 
gled glory and disgrace, in a storm of dis- 

}E 6 
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dainfully unuttered mdignation^ But 
which evinced itself, almost immediately 
afterwards, by his refusing to draw a 
sword in the attack of Antioch ; another 
essential post, in the march of Godfrey ; 
andfull of a gloomy revenge, he remained 
within his line of camp, while his brave 
^g^er, assisted alone by the lately ar- 
j^^i knights of Calabria, and our good 
Northern barons with the Duke of Nor- 
raandy at their head, made himself 
master of that city also ; and having 
thus cleared his way to Jerusalem, he left 
Bahomund of Calabria its military chief. 

" But on the walls of Jerusalem it- 
self, that great object of the whole expe- 
dition, Eustace was again seen foremost j 
wresting renown from the bristled /front 
of every mounted breach ; and leaving a 
track behind him of war's boldest, direst, 
heart-appalling deeds. O! I have listened, 
trembling, to my Baron's description of 

23 
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the one most horrible scene of contest, 
where that bright creature, like a leopard 
plunging at once on the spiked weapon* 
impeding his progress, fell under wounds 
that laid him lifeless* De Beaufort, 
another northern hero, steadily brave, as 
his kinsman was restrainlessly daring, 
dropt at his side j and the groans of their 
followers around them, were like each 
man's death agony." 

" What, he died, then ?" cried Bere- 
nice, in a voice of gasping attention. 

" Which, do you mean ?" asked the 
Baroness, " Eustace, or his valiant cou- 
sin?" 

" Eustace !" returned both her au- 
ditors in a breadth. The serious deport- 
ment with which the Baroness was 
making her recital, now gave way to an 
arch glance, —"Ah ! true human nature ! 
*he leopard, with its. spots !" — cried she : 

But, beware damsels ! ye are neither 
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of you professed vestals yet ; and if the 
eye is caught, meanwhile, by any vagrant 
peep beyond these boundaries, you may 
find it a springe for heart-aches ?" 

" Methinks," returned Berenice, with 
an answering smile, " the world is full of 
heart-aches any way, so I shall never try 
its snares ! But it was not the beauty of 
this intrepid Eustace/ 9 added she, more 
seriously, " that moved my question. — 
Because of his faults, I pity him j and 
could have wished he had lived to repent 
them." 

" That he lived, is very certain j" re- 
joined the Baroness, " but whether to 
penitence, aftd consequent discretion in 
valour and conduct, I . know not He 
left Jerusalem, in a disgust with his 
brother, its magnanimous protector, that 
no one could accouht for j and the last 
I heard of him, was, his having landed 
on the coast of Normandy, in a fearful 
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storm, too like his temper and bis for* 
tunes. My husband told me of all thesg 
things on his return from the deliver* 
ance of the Holy City continued she* 
after a pause, in which her meditative 
auditors had not offered a retnark* 
" And while we were sitting secure md 
peaceful, in the little frontier fort he 
commanded, — our pleasant home, close 
by the shepherd fartn of poor Salomes 
father j — How did I bless the judgment 
which had bestowed the brave, but less 
adventurous Baldwin, to be the guardian 
of our boundaries !" 

This reference toher,whose lowly history 
had first induced these prouder annals of 
wars #nd princes, was followed with safe 
fieient explanations, to acquaint both of 
Salome Vnf>w deeply-interested aster re^ 
clusea, with the particulars which seemed 
to haye led to her sorrows. De Flavian 
her father, had been a personal attendant 
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on Eustace. But, on some unconscious 
offence, was dismissed without a reason 
given j and afterwards compassionately 
taken into the train of his brother Bald- 
win. When that prince became Count 
of Edessa, de Flavian, having proved a 
brave and trust- worthy servant, had the 
pastures of the Charran frontier bestowed 
on him. And, in after years, when he 
wished to give his daughter to a faithful 
follower of his own, Alexis Poligne, (a 
youth born in his house, and who had 
fought by his side,) he set forth on a 
journey, to pay his duty to his* master 
Baldwin; then, no longer resident in 
Edessa, but, since the death of Godfrey, 
was become King of the Holy City ; and 
to ask of his grace a farther grant of those 
lands, in reversion for his intended son- 
in-law, which had so long spread his own 
board with smiling plenty. In that jour- 
ney, accompanied by his daughter and 
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servants only, his little caravan was at- 
tacked by the predatory Arabs. He fell, 
but his people escaped. Salome sent 
them back to Charran of Edessa, with a 
written renunciation for ever of her lover, 
and of life, connected with the world ; * 
investing him with all her little patrimony, 
while herself she told him, would have 
found a refuge for her expiatory tears, 
where none who ever knew her, should 
hear of her more. 

Both Mildred and Berenice repeated 
their pity of such inconsolable grief, and 
of the gloom, rather than resignation, 
that seemed the consequence of her 
sequestration. " Such grief," replied 
the Baroness, " is desperation, not sor- 
row. The superstitious terrors that lit 
its passionate excess, will burn out j and, 
the now-rejected comfort, sought de- 
spairingly, when it may not be obtained. 
Poor Salome !" 
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"Poor Salom6!" echoed from the lip 
6f either sympathising auditor j though 
neither of them quite understood the 
whole of the kind narrator's concluding 
remark ; for neither of them guessed she 
could mean any source of consolation be- 
yond their own dear walls. 

The sun was fully sunk ; and the moon, 
they had hailed on their first going out, 
only a white spot in the evening sky, 
now shed a mild but silvery brightness 
over the slender pinnacles of their con- 
vent's chapel, as they returned towards 
it. The bell for second vespers was 
ringing. 

" Here dwells peace !" exclaimed the 
Baroness, putting an arm round each of 
her friends, while they entered beneath 
the cloister porch ; " at least for those 
who never heard the tongue that promises 
inorel Hug her to your bosoms, chil- 
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(ken i nor ever wish to winder beyond 
her limits. For, if a bettor fate than 
Salome's may await most of our sex in th$ 
world ; yet — I am a hatppy wife ! — and 
my husband is taken from me, to fields 
of danger, or to embassies of trust ! oa 
one of the latter, he is now far journey* 
ing; each, indeed, to end in honour ; 
yet, while he is away, what comfort have 
I in all these things !** 

"La that honour I" replied Berenice, 
smiling with a re-illumed glow of her owp 
latent character 4 , — > € * Surely, the welt 
earned glory of a man, be he husband or 
father, must be the happiness of those 
who love him !" 

The Baroness gazed at the young crea- 
ture who said this simply, yet with the 
noble air of one who might have ex- 
pressed it from a throne. K The manner 
which accompanied its utterance, had 
nothing of the old echo of a taught sen- 
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timent, unfelt, because untried ; it came 
genuine from the heart, and the speaker 
looked the heroic spirit she declared. 

" Who can she be?" asked the Ba- 
roness, within herself while the little 
party passed into the Chapel, and took 
their places. — She sat, she knelt, but 
her eyes ever turned towards Berenice } 
with the same question, again and again 
recurring to her. Every thing about the 
young novice, indeed proclaimed her dis- 
tinction from the rest ; and yet no one 
amongst them, seemed to consider her of 
higher rank than themselves. That she 
was an orphan, the p Baroness understood j 
and it had been hinted by an old nurse- 
tender of the cells, that some mysterious 
circumstances were connected with her 
birth. While the Lady of Hardres sat 
thus occupied, gazing, and conjecturing, 
carried by her recently-awakened curi- 
osity far from the duties of the place, 
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Berenice happened to turn her head, 
while her raised eyes, and beautiful 
mouth, were engaged in the offices of the 
hymn she was chanting. A flash of like- 
ness between her, and young Armand 
(le Courtenay, nephew to the brave Earl 
de Beaufort, and by whose side he fell in 
the Holy City, struck her contemplator 
at once with an idea, that he might have 
been her father. The Baroness knew, 
that not long after recovering from his 
wounds h$ had disappeared for awhile 
out of Jerusalem j and that a secret mar- 
riage with some lovely native of the 
neighbouring mountains, was then sus- 
pected to be the cause. 

But if the attraction really were of so 
sacred a character, his bride must have 
released him, by a timely death, from a 
mis-alliance he had blushed to own ; for 
the Baroness remembered seeing him 
herself, within a year or two after these 
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reports, at his brother's, Joselyne de 
Cdiirtenay's, in Edessa ; when he appeared 
a gay and happy batchelor, dancing at 
every festival. " But even so!" said 
$he to herself ; " Such is man ! there was 
time enough for all to have happened. 
And, though the tale told not so much, 
a child might have been the fruit of 
these summer-day nuptials ; and, this be 
she!" 



* How many goodly creatures are there bere J 

■ O, brave new world, 

That has such people in't !" 



Months rolled on, and every thing in 
the convent resumed its usual cheerful 

• Where lineB like these ===== occur in this copy, 
they correspond with certain breaks in the original MSS,, 
marked by illuminated head-pieces of arabesque foliage, 
or appropriate emblems, all of the most curious designs 
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aspect Infancy was blithesome, age se« 
rene. For, within those walls of com- 
fort, no measure of years were excluded 
from shelter. Salome's mildly-beaining 
eye, now looked submission to her fate. 
And the filial sorrow which, for awhile, 
had obscured the hilarity of Berenice's; 
seemed also to have passed away j for it 
had been only a reflected sorrow; a 
shadow, cast, as it were, from the tomb, 
where the real sufferer had been long at 
rest, and the imparted sadness gradually 
dissipated in youth's sanguine mom; 
But youth's morn is in life's day ; and 
the sun rises not more surely from the 
pure and glowing ether of the dawn, 
than the clouds have birth, which are to 
chequer his brightness. Though at first 

and brilliant colouring. The matter of these symbols is 
attempted to be supplied by the selected mottoes.— At 
chasms in the narrative, torn away out of the old MSS., 
the reader will find asterisks, thus * * *, in this 
rolume. , 
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they may appear on the verge of the 
horizon, no bigger than a man's hand, 
the vapours swell on, till the swiftest 
phariot and horses are too slow to bear 
the wayfarer from the plunging tempest. 
• At the time I now speak of, it was a 
season of peculiar festivity at Saint 
Mary's ; — >that of taking the honey. For 
the treasure of the hives, or the natural 
repositories of the bees in the hollows 
of old elms, were there amicably divided 
between the industrious" little creature 
that deposited the delicious store, and 
the careful hands which provided the 
secure bullrush hive ; or protected its 
wilder woodland home, alike from de- 
predation or any other accident. It was 
also a delightful occupation with the 
peasantry, to select and dispose their 
winged colonies in the most luxuriant 
spots of their gardens; or in nearest 
neighbourhood to the balmy herbage of 
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the hills, ami the lulling murmur of the 
little mountain rills, that bees love, and 
hum in concert with, while they ply 
their pleasant toil. The people of the 
country have a pretty legend of the 
loves of the bee and the fountain, in the 
same way the Persians talk of the fond- 
ness of the nightingale for the rose j and 
during this festival of the honey-gather- 
ing, sang such ballads ; and the children 
sprinkled the new hives with water, shook 
from biinches, of lilies j or crowned the 
bounteous old cells, with garlands of every 
flower. That done, they offered cakes 
to each other, made of honey and the 
finest barley meal; and brought the 
overflowing comb, with bowls of milk, 
in presentation to their fathers and mo- 
thers. And what the children of the 
land, did to their patriarchal homes, the 
orphans of Saint Mary's, imitated towards 
their adapting parents ; loading their 

VOL. II. F 



Digitized by 



98 THE PILGRIMAGE OF BERENICE, 

little arms with baskets of mingled flow- 
ers and honey-pots, and filling the sum- 
mer parlour with an almost insupportable 
fragrance, while spreading their tribute 
before the lady Commandress, and other 
elders of the convent. 

The younger sisters, with the social 
Baroness of Hardres, ever a leader in 
scenes of blameless merriment, were in 
the midst of the joyous revelry without 
doors ; and the bfies, themselves, seemed 
equally to enjoy their day pf first-fruits j 
sporting like butterflies, from shrub to 
shrub ; sipping the dew-drop in the 
violet's cup ; banqueting in the jacinth's 
nectareous bell ; while their little abodes, 
refreshed, and unincumbered of half their 
too abundant stores, were preparing for 
their return. So gay they were, as if they 
knew by instinct, (and a just custom in 
the land, had made it as instinct to 
them,) they should find their garden 
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hives, or their wood hollows, alike safe/ 
and untainted by foul smell or deleterious 
vapour, whenever the sun set; and the 
timbrel of the young gatherers, sounding 
from under the spreading sycamore shade, 
should call thfemselves to the mirthful 
dance, and the little queen of sweets, to 
resummon her roaming subjects to their 
waxen hoqies. 

All, indeed, partook of the same se- 
curity, and season of gladness. Birds 
warbling from the trees, hid amongst the 
thickly-leaved branches, or hopping from 
spray to spray over the heads of the 
happy groups beneath, seemed to share 
the light boundings of their hearts. 
Berenice, in the mirth of the moment, 
mingled her notes with the melodiously 
piercing trills of the nightingale, or joined 
her own soft cadence to its more melting * 
lay j then, frolicking with the children, 
ran with them along the banks of the: 
r2 
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winding Tur, in chase of some favourite 
lamb or kid ; to assist them in decorating 
it with chaplets like their own, while 
feeding from their hands, on the blos- 
somed clover they had culled, for its taste 
of the day's feasting. 

And, in such like innocent pleasures 
of the uncontaminated, contented mind, 
when each diurnal duty of the festive 
week was done, whether of study or 
offices of benevolence, within or without 
the convent;, the sisterhood had con- 
tinued to enjoy their peaceftd existence 
of privileged gaiety, and vestal happiness, 
with an answering thankfulness to the 
bestowing hand, when tidings were sud- 
denly brought from the Holy City, that 
changed the hue of every thing. 

Baldwin de Bouillon, the good, the 
brave king of Jerusalem, was no more. 

All was consternation with those, who 
knew the infidels were yet hidden, within 
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and arbund the laiid, ready for insurrec* 
tibn or invasion J and who was to be the 
successor, of its late so efficient protector ? 
He had no son, no kinsman near; and 
the rivalry of other chiefs, whose am- 
bition might dim their sense of Christian 
disinterestedness, made all who thought 
oil it, tremble at the consequences of any 
contest for the throne of Salem. The 
Cbmmandress shut herself up in her 
oratory, for the day and night, in in* 
cessant prayer; and next morning, or- 
dered th6 whole convent to be clothed 
in the deepest mourning. Towards 
evening, she sent for Berenice into het 
cell. When she entered to he*, the ves- 
nerable lady, looking pale with woe and 
her long vigils, feebly beckoned her 
young charge to approach close to her 
chair. Berenice reverentially obeyed ; 
and the sorrowing Commandress, putting 
her hand on the head of her kneeling 
f 3 
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charge, whb alway so bent, in paying her 
duty to her protectress* exclaimed in 
much agitation: 

" Bless the?, my child ! Though the 
mighty are fallen, — and the last of them, 
to whom I looked to spread his especial 
shield over this little sanctuary, is taken 
from our hopes; yet God will be the 
guardian of the orphan !" 

Tears coursed down the cheeks of the 
venerable speaker; and with her own 
hands folding the sackcloth vestment of 
lamentation, over the bended neck of 
Berenice, she kissed her forehead ; and 
bade her retire to her cell, and twice 
number her rosary that fatal day, for 
Jerusalem, and for the household to 
which she belonged. 

This was the second time, the stroke 
of affliction had reached Berenice; even 
in those sheltering walls, making her 
young heart acquainted with its touch. 
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First, in memorial of her parents, whom 
she could not but filially deplore, though 
she had never known them ; and, now, 
being present with the anguish of her, 
who had fulfilled the duties of both p&- 
rents to her. So young a heart, could 
not be expected to feel that answering 
pang, simply in regret of a monarch she 
had never seen j and, at any rate, what 
had the affections, and consequent regrets 
of an obscure girl, shut up in the unno- 
ticed routine of a little convent, to do 
with princes and royal mournings ! But 
she saw her best friend in serious grief ; 
and that was sufficient to change the 
buoyant alacrity, with which she always 
obeyed a summons to that dear presence, 
into all the dejection of sincere sadness, and 
the sadder, because she who was the com* 
forter of every one else, and of Berenice's 
own filial sorrow too, now seemed to have 
asked the soothing of an ineffectual sym- 
f 4 
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pathy, one that cquld not understand 
her grief With, however, an awed, as 
yrpYL a§ distressed mind, she reverentially 
^ook the cross, the trembling hand of 
hpr protectress held to her, and pressing 
i% to her lips, retired from her presence, 
to obey the sacred command, in the 
seclusion of her cell. In her silent 
way through the cloisters, every face she 
met, whether of the sisters or servants, 
all gliding to their separate orisons, re- 
flected the grave sorrow of her own. 

Thus, in the solemn offices of prayer 
for themselves, and masses for the illus- 
trious dead; in fasting, and the soul's 
humility, passed the period of mourning ; 
apd that included, and excluded, many 
aji accustomed season, like that of the 
honey-gathering, of grateful, gratulatory. 
participation in the various annual boun- 
ties of nature, or rather of nature's God* 
The sheep-shearing, in the convent pas- 
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tufes 5 arid afeo the gettiliginof th^wheat 
harvest ; which used to be greeted by the 
sisterhood, in the threshing-grbund, atthe 
foot of the mount, towards Bethlehem: 
A spot, bequeathed to their order, in 
past ages by the benevolent Sadnt Jeromte; 
and which, his record* told, once be* 
longed to the lands* of Jesfee. Thefce, 
amongsttheregtdarly returning pleasures 
of their simple liv&s, now disappointed^ 
were what Berenice and her young com* 
panions most regretted} fot all that 
makes pleasure to the pure arid ardent 
mind, were there ; delighted memories, 
walking with equally delightful imagin- 
ations ; and present actual enjoyment of 
the stweetest converse, in the sweetest 
scenes of nature with the friends of their 
most familiar love* But now Jeru- 
salem was in mourning weeds, and it be- 
came no daughter of the Holy Gity, to 
5 5 
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rejoice, save in the silent temple of the 
heart. 

But the time of sackcloth was fulfilled ; 
and a new king, and guardian, to be in- 
augurated on the sacred hill of David. 
The anointing rite had already been per- 
formed ; but the ceremony of the coro- 
nation, was to take place on the anniver- 
sary of the day of the deliverance of the 
city by the arms of Godfrey j after the 
new sovereign had walked his progress, in 
common latchet-sandals, and bare-headed, 
through its holy places, to his throne in 
the court of Solomon. 

This was the very . anniversary, on 
which, according to hope, being the eigh- 
teenth from the birth of Berenice, she had 
so long anticipated the hallowed gratifi- 
cation of being herself permitted to make 
a pilgrimage, which was to terminate on 
that evening also, with presenting to her 

*3 
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sight, though from afar, the very temple 
that contained those courts ; and thence, 
beyond, the yet more revered dome, near 
which the mortal part of her mother slep£ 
The fifteenth of July was the day of 
Jubilee ; and three days in the week 
preceding it, were to lie occupied by the 
sisters of Saint Mary's, in making their 
happy circuit of that range of the 
mount, which, only once a year, any of 
them were privileged to ascend. 

On the vigils of this doubly conse- 
crated week, and immediately after the 
vesper anthem was sung, the Command- 
ress, being yet a recluse in her own 
apartments, summoned the novices who 
were to take part in the approaching 
solemn festival, to attend her in her pri- 
vate oratory. While they obeyed, and 
each drew reverentially towards her, she 
looked up to heaven, mentally sayings 
" Forgive, Lord, that I have murmured 
F 6 
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for pne of these! Thy kingdom is in-> 
deeci npt,pf this world, an4 it is the lowly; 
in heart that shall see thy face !" With 
this aspiration, a faint ^low of the holy 
cop^dence witfyip, gently illumed the pale* 
serenity of her countenance j and jvhqn 
the little cirple had taken their seats be^ 
fore her, she thus addressed them. 

" My children j. to-mprrow you com- 
mence th^ blesped: pilgrimage, that leads, 
to beholding, for . the first time in your 
lives* the sacred walls of Jerusalem. 
Another pious rite \yill then be also per,-, 
formed, which I have twice witnessed. 
O ! the sacred rapture of the first I 
thft segond, it was, chastened jpy ; — but 
npw,. sicfen^ss hpldg me from sharipg the 
orisons of the present dispensation. You 
will see,^ moving along tjie valley of Je rr 
hpsaphat, which divides this mojint from , 
that of pur he^ver^prptected gion, the 
, procession of its new kjng, making Jus. 
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progress of reverence to the holy places ; 
but ere you go forth to look on all this, 
it is meet that the daughters of this house^ 
should regard these objects with deeper 
knowledge, than belongs to mere histo- 
rical curiosity, or admiration of a gorgeous 
spectacle. 

" Young as ye are, ye need not be rer 
minded of the brief time that has elapsed, 
since the first pious crusaders landed in 
desolated Palestine rescued it from the. 
captivity of the infidels, ai^d made it 
your home, and mine. Hardly more than 
nineteen years have gone by, since ti^at 
day ; aud yet, my children, most of you 
may call that, the hitherto expanse of 
your . lives. Most of you were born in. 
this land; and under the tents of brave 
though unbannered fathers, now sleeping, 
by their chiefs, in the. graves of glory, for. 
which they fought, and won/' 
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Some of her audience wept Those 
'who had seen the parents, they were now 
so tenderly invited to remember. The 
Commandress continued : 

" It would ill become a Christian in- 
structress, to inculcate veneration for an 
ambitious warfare. Like its object, it is 
all earthly j and its end must be the same, 
— dust to dust. But it was no vain glory, 
that brought your fathers to the field of 
Palestine j it was to succour and to save. 
The country which had been the cradle 
of their faith, was known to be under 
oppression, and in misery. The cry was 
like that of a mother, calling on her more 
prosperous children in distant lands, to 
rally to the rescue of their parent and 
less fortunate brethren ; and the appeal 
was nobly answered. But ye are now to 
hear the record of those claims j the evils 
of the country, whose history belongs to 
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every man who has been, or shall be, born 
into the world. In brief recital, I shall 
tell it you, though it will include much. 
First, the peaceful triumphs, and con- 
sequent happiness of the professors of our 
holy faith, within a century of its divine 
revelation from bleeding Calvary. Then, 
how the false religion of the impostor of 
Mecca, arose in the deserts of Arabia j 
and its two nations of misled proselytes, 
the Saracens from the south, and the 
more barbarian Turks from the north, 
overwhelmed this land, and trampled it 
into wretchedness. When your hearts 
have borne that sad narrative, then come 
I to the blessed details of the redeeming 
Christian arms j led on by the best and 
bravest of our western brethren, to turn 
our tears to gladness. Hence, my chil- 
dren, bow down your souls before Him, 
who preserved and restored j and listen, 
with awe, and gratitude ♦ 
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€ t It was about thfe close of the first 
century, that the Christians of Antioch 
gavje shelter to a young damsel of the 
adjacent country; her sordid parents 
having devoted her to the heathen rites 
of the groves of Daphne near the city* 
At that time Jerusalem — 

* # * # 

[Here commence the gaps in the narrative, where the 
leaves were torn away in the original manuscript. 
Many pages must have been lost at this place, from the < 
evidently very wide chasm between the beginning of the 
abbreviated history, and the circumstance which next 
presents itself, in continuation of the discourse.] 

* • # * 

" But all which the truly great Con- 
stantine, and those of his successors, who 
deserved the imperial diadem, had done, 
during so many hundred years, for the > 
peace of the Holy Land, was again dis- > 
turbed by another order of infidels, than 
Pagans; and the Corrupted passions of 
men, abetting the Aerceness of the amhi*. 
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tion, which had vanquished and over* 
whelmed them, even from the Caspian 
to the Euxine, and thence from the 
Mediterranean to the Great Sea; when 
the weight of such a barbarian host, fell 
on Judea also, then was the shock to 
Christendom, a$ if an earthquake had 
buried it from sight. And, better had it 
been so ; for it was more tolerable to the 
inhabitants of Sodom and Gomorrah, in 
the dark abyss which engulfed theis 
cities, than were the sufferings which 
awaited the conquered natives of the 
land." — 

• * * • 

[Here occurs a yet wider rent in the MSS., and then we 
find the Commandress resuming.] 

" — — Godfrey's spirit seemed diffus T 
ed through the breast of every soldier ilk 
his army j his magnanimous, determined 
spirit ! And he stood, dictating, like an 
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archangel from the battlement top, with 
his bright sword shining in the sun, be- 
tween the two towers of the Bethlehem 
gate, over whose infidel hosts he had 
made the first breach into the city. Prince 
Eustace, with his brave kinsmen the Cour- 
tenays, twins in virtue as in birth ; and 
Duke Robert of Normandy and England, 
gained the walls in every other quarter. 
Yes ! the Lord of victory had delivered 
Jerusalem into their hands ; and O! the 
cry of joy that was in that hour ! Mul- 
titudes were saved, even in the moment 
of pending destruction, from themaddened 
vengeance of the despairing Turk. The 
foully insulted Christians, and the tortur- 
ed Jews — some tied to the stake, others 
hauled to the brink of the horrible recep- 
tacle for the city's ashes — beheld them- 
selves thus released, as by miracle, even 
when the arms of their enemies were ex- 
tended to light the faggots of martyr- 
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dom, or to thrust them headlong into 
the fathomless suffocating pit. What 
thanksgivings were then poured forth 
from every rescued victim ! What from 
their captive families, outraged to the 
soul, when they crept frotii their dens 
of misery at the sound of the Christian 
trumpet, and met the eager embrace of 
sons, fathers, husbands, thus restored to 
them as from the grave ! And what was 
the general invocation of blessings on the 
heads of Godfrey, and his invincible he- 
roes ! Invincible in the might which had 
unctioned the sword of Joshua, of Gideon, 
and the Maccabees. For even the noble 
knights who fell, died in the bed of tri- 
umph j and their lofty names, emblazoned 
in golden characters, every archive in 
the land registers with gratitude.' 9 

At this remark, Berenice remembered 
the distinction, a former conference in 
that cell, had pointed out between her 
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p?irentagfc, and thoseof the young orphan^ 
about her j and the present discourse, at 
it? beginning having again noted their 
birth from obscure though gallant fathers, 
she now felt a proud glow, (the only 
time she ever was conscious to such an 
emotion,) in the idea that most likely her 
father's name, of some illustrious house, 
stood brightly eminent in this heroic ca- 
lendar. Her glance might have told her 
thoughts to the Commandress, had she 
met it ; but, wholly bound up in the in- 
terest of her narrative, the venerable lady 
sought no eye in particular, while con- 
tinuing her details thus : 

" Godfrey, with an unanimous voice, 
was proclaimed king of Sion. But he 
put the offered crown, from him, saying, 
« There was only one king of that ever 
sacred name! But if he must have a 
title distinct from his fellows in Jerusalem, 
let it be that of Guardian of the Holy 
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Sepulchre !' By that modest appellation, 
he was indeed recognized, not only as 
guardian of the sepulchre, but of the 
city, and of all the hallowed places within 
and without it On the evening of that 
day he was proclaimed its deliverer, from 
the great pinnacle of the Temple, and 
from the summit of every hill around the 
valleys of Jerusalem ; and it is to com- 
memorate this, deliverance, and this| 
promulgation, that to-morrow you begin 
the pilgrimage of our mount ; so often 
trod by the divine steps, which doubly 
sanctified the holiness of Jerusalem. — 
And on the third day from this, which will 
be the anniversary of its rescue, you will 
kneel down at the foot of the great stone 
cross on the summit of Olivet, where the 
herald of Godfrey announced the glad 
tidings ; and there pray for the souls of 
your fathers, and other kindred, who, on 
that memorable day, eighteen year* ago, 
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laid down their mortal bodies in the gap 
of victory ; trusting to a happy resurrec* 
tion, from the mercy and promise of their 
prince and Saviour !" 

My daughters," continued the Com* 
mandress, after a few minutes* solemn 
pause, in which her attentive auditors 
seemed, like herself, communing with 
their own hearts ; " daughters of abetter 
parent, than earth can afford ! draw 
towards me." They obeyed, and she 
held to each, a black rosary. " Receive," 
said she, "the chaplets that have been 
brought from the shrine of the Holy 
Sepulchre, for you. The name of your 
departed kinsman, depending from each 
little cross, has been blessed by the Patri- 
arch ; meaning by so leading your pious 
orisons, still to link the human affections 
with the happy dead ; they, whose per-? 
fected spirits, are made ministering an » 
gels to the just below !" 



Digitized by 



A RECORD. 



119 



She rose, while pronouncing the con- 
cluding words ; and each sister, accord- 
ing to her age receiving the sacred gift, 
kissed the hand that presented it, and 
then, one after the other, reverentially 
withdrew. Berenice, being the youngest 
of the party, found herself alone with her 
protectoress, and, supposing the remain- 
ing rosary must be intended for her, she 
approached also. The devout awe she felt, 
was fully apparent in the bowed down 
action of her head, and the position of her 
hands, crossed over her breast, as if all 
within were already entirely consecrated 
to Heaven. The reverend lady gently laid 
her hand on that beautiful head, she now 
believed for ever devoted to the veil. 

€ * My child," resumed she, " the next 
three days, will show you the holy ob- 
jects of your long aspirations; and before 
each, your pious heart will find its share, 
with those other dear orphans of my 
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charge, in the balsam of your mingling 
prayers. On the morning after these 
duties are completed, the sealed coffer 
from your mother will be delivered to 
you; and there, I doubt not, you will 
meet some explanation of what may 
be your connection with those prayers 
for the sainted brave. Oh, Berenice!" 
abruptly added the Commandress, after 
a moment's agitated hesitation ; " Mys- 
terious hopes for you, seem to have 
dragged my spirit, over anxiously, from 
its cloistered rest ; and the tribulations of 
that world, I had vowed to think no more 
oi] have deservedly fallen on me. Year 
after year these hopes beset me, and now 
there is a crisis, — but every hour passing 
silently away, in the quarter whence I had 
expected some voice to speak, were it 
even from the tomb, to explain before 
this day— what, assuredly, that casket 
will at length reveal —has left me in re- 
22 
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doubling difficulties* Yet I do not re- 
grfet preserving inviolate the vow I 
pledged, that no hand should touch that 
seal till your own appointed hour. There- 
fore* my child, take the rosary even as it 
is. As there was no name attached to it* 
it has received no blessing/ 5 

" No blessing ! Oh, my more than 
mother !" exclaimed Berenice, putting 
the sacred beads, with an appalled action, 
from her. The Commahdress read in 
her expressive countenance, the religious 
dread to which she had not given more 
words; and, with deepened tenderness* 
conjured her not to start at a ceremonial 
accident, as if it were designed omission^ 
and therefore an excommunication : for 
by what natoe, could she have sent to the 
patriarch, for his benediction on the me- 
mory attached to that rosary? Again 
she exhorted her to receive it ; and with 
a confidence, that the Father of the father- 

VOL. II. g 
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Jess; who knew his servant, would shed his 
own blessing oit it. Berenice took the lit- 
tle 1 uriinscribed chaplet reverentially, but 
tremblingly, and pressed it to her lips. 
She did not speak, but moved as if to fol- 
low her companions. The Comrtiandress 
saw, that excited apprehension of some 
malediction, resting on her parents or her- 
self, had taken possession of her mind j 
and anxious to rally her thoughts from 
the danger of visionary alarms, to the 
safer contemplation of realities, however 
trying, resolved to communicate now to 
' her, all that she could recall to recollec- 
tion' of those parents. With, therefore, 
the same soothing touch of her venerable 
hand, she pressed Berenice down again 
into the chair she had quitted ; and bid- 
ding her compose herself till she rejoined 
her, retired for a few minutes of similar 
tranquillizing seclusion, within the shrijie 
doof s of her oratory. 
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M — — Nay, weep not I 

Tis a testament of nobly-ending love, 
Espousing death, as infants turn to slumber 
In their mother's arms. " 



When the Commandress re-entered the 
cell, she found her charge, as she had 
been earnestly praying she might be, 
sitting resignedly serene, though pale 
indeed, just where she had left her. No 
hat, or veil, cast their shadows over her 
face ; and her long waving tresses, fallen 
over her shoulders, were parted quite 
away also. — The soft rays of the lamp 
hanging from the narrow vaulted roo£ 
shone direct on her polished forehead, as 
if the moon's light rested there; while 
her clasped hands held the rosary lying on 
her knee, on which she gazed ; — but it 
was in meditation. 

g 2 
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At sight of her so seated, the fondly 
regretful* adopted parent, stopped an 
instant, in her advance, to contemplate 
that most perfect form of youthful love- 
liness ; and with all the throb that might 
have filled a real mother's breast, she 
looked upon her ^ then with a sigh her 
vestal bosom could not check, calmly 
approached. Berenice's hand was soon 
pressed in hers, while, with that balmy 
assuasivenesfr which woman's nature ever 
gives to the graver tones of her discourse, 
whether of counsel or of consolation, 
the gentle monitress candidly told her 
pupil ; — that, however she might be en- 
fringing the strict reserve, that had been 
enjoined her to maintain, till the opening 
of the casket, or the fulfilment of other 
expectations, should do all reserve away;, 
still, under the present circumstances, 
she had considered that she owed no less 
a duty to the filial feelings of the child. 
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agitated by suspense at so sacred a season, 
than that which she had so long pre- 
served towards the dying wish of the 
mother. Indeed, to the injunction of the 
father too. For the Commandress now 
owned, that she had seen him also. It may 
easily he imagined, the animated, eager 
questions, which followed this acknow- 
ledgment, from his before pensively 
listening daughter. The shadowy calm- 
ness of her eyes, vanished in flashing 
brightness, while they turned on the 
speaker; re-illumining, at every hurried 
interrogatory, with all the re-awakening 
dreams which had so often emparadised 
her thoughts of recognition by him ; or 
of at least dwelling with devout rapture 
on the heroic glories of his memory. 

The Commandres* trembled at the 
vividness of *ucb a sensibility } lit by an 
imagination, die had little suspected in her 
young charge, during her equable days 
g 3 
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of study, and simple recreations ; when to 
live only, seemed bliss, and she thought 
not of from whom she had sprung. But 
the spark once dropt, on the mine of feel- 
ing within that breast, it might sometimes 
fade and smoulder in its ashes, but now it 
seemed ready to break into a blaze* The 
considerate nun therefore felt she must 
manage with peculiar tenderness the hopes 
and fears she had herself, though unde- 
signedly, kindled in so affectionate and 
noble a heart ; and, with a soothing frank* 
ness now in her manner, she replied to 
every anxious question, as far as her 
knowledge reached, 

" But," observed she, " who your 
father was, I must confess to you, I have 
yet to guess. His mien, as well as your 
mother's, proclaimed their nobility. I 
never shall forget either ; nor the impres- 
sion their first appearance made on every 
creature in this house. Alas ! it was a 
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memorable time in other respects. The 
brave and beneficent Godfrey, I fliay say 
like Moses on mount Nebo, had just ex* 
pired in full view of the land whose sabbath 
his arm had won. He died, ere -he com- 
pleted the one year of his truly patriarchal 
rule. And, on the morning of the day 
appointed for the synod in the temple, 
where the chiefs were to assemble to pro* 
claim his successor ; and while we were 
even engaged at our matin prayers, fof 
wisdom to direct them in a choice so mo* 
mentous to all our safeties, a message 
was whispered me, that a case of extremity 
needed my presence without. In short,, 
a litter of rather an extraordinary ap- 
pearance, and bearing a sick person, had 
stopped at the convent gate ; where its 
conductor demanded hospitality, he said, 
from a place he understood to be sfti ad* 
junct cell of the House of Saint John's 
at Jerusalem. 

G 4f 
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«• The plea was just, and I went forth 
to the gate. The hangings, which cano* 
pied the closely covered litter, were in* 
deed of great richness ; and the harness on 
the mules, of an equal splendor, and only 
usual )n equipages of state j but its sole 
attendance, excepting the (two drivers, 
(and they were in the commonest garbs 
af the country,) seemed comprised in one 
roan* His port, however, was sufficiently 
Striking, had he not even spoken, te have 
declared him a knight of quality ; though 
the large dark folds of his mantle were 
90 wrapped round his person, that no 
glimpse, either of his interior dress, or of 
his face, could be discerned. At sight of 
me, whose raiment immediately announ- 
ced my station in the convent, he came 
respectfully, yet loftily forward, and re» 
quested my assistance for a lady in that 
litter, his wife, who had been suddenly 
taken ill in their journey, even to the peril 
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of her Kfe. I allowed him hardly to finish 
speaking, ere the gate was opened to re- 
ceive die litter. And as soon as the mules 
which hare it, wece driven within the 
court, he took the men aside, paid and 
dismissed them, the machine and the 
animals being left with us. The in- 
stant the portals were closed on the 
men* the cavalier then led me to the side 
$f the litter, and raised its curtain. A 
beautiful young woman lay there, already 
of the hue of death, from her state of 
silent suffering under the fast increasing 
pangs of a premature child-birth." 

" Oh I my mother l ff ejaculated the 
breathlessly attentive Berenice, throwing 
herself on the breast of the Commandress* 
$nd bursting into a passion af tears. " It 
was," returned the good lady. And, a» 
soon as the agitated daughter hadorecom* 
posed herself, to listen again, without 
further interruption from her then re* 
o 5 
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lieved heart, the Commandress proceeded 
to tell her, that no time was lost in pro* 
viding an apartment for the invalid. 
" And, in the very room, which is now 
your cell, ,, continued she, " were you born; 
But not until the following day. For 
the distress of her journey, had not only 
hastened the awful hour of pain, but pro- 
tracted its termination. All, however, 
I could learn respecting this journey, or 
of themselves, from her noble companion, 
— (for, when his cloak was thrown off in 
her antechamber while watching during 
the severity of her pangs, I then distinctly; 
saw, by the martial dignity of his figure 
and countenance, that he must be noble!) 
was, that while travelling to Jerusalem 
to take part as a knight in the ensuing 
election, — for he dwelt at some distSance/ 
^— his lady had been thus prematurely 
seized; and hearing of our convent's 
proximity, he had brought her to its car6 
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4uring the event; and for which, he would 
not fail to amply remunerate its hospi- 
tality : but, he added, that evening he 
must leave her to our entire charge; being 
obliged to proceed himself to the Holy 
City, to meet the great business there, 
that might extend through the night, and 
possibly the next day, 

" 1 was present when , he embraced 
your mother, during an interval of her 
pains, just as he was about to quit her; 
and, being near her bed, I could not 
help hearing his whispered farewell, while 
she clung, weeping, round his neck. -— 
* Beloved, 9 said he, 'give me but a boy 
— and he shall repay us both for all this 
misery Pr—^As Heaven pleaseth!' was the 
faint, half-breathed reply of your mother, 
sinking back into my arms; while her 
husband, with a countenance in which a 
thousand feelings of anxiety were pour* 
q 6 . 
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trayed, and one of joyful expectation was 
amongst them, pressed her hand to his 
lips, and then hurried from the room. 
In the ante-chamber he found the matron 
standing, who had been brpught from 
the nearest village to attend his lady's 
travail, and who had only left her side 
till he had taken his leave. At sight of 
her, he put a rich ring frojn his finger 
upon her*s j and, while the big drops of 
emotion started on his forehead, he ex- 
claimed, — " Watch over the safety of 
that lady, as you would your life ; and 
the birth of the son you may this night 
bring into the world, shall be a fortune 
to you and yours P* With these words 
he hastened away — and the hours, with 
their events, passed anxiously with us ; 
while the sweetest hopes seemed hovering 
aver your mother, from recollection of 
the brightened glance with which he 
had parted from her. 
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« But when he came back, his aspect 
was altered: a gloomy, self-centered 
haughtiness, appeared to have displaced 
the diffusive, animating lustre of the an* 
ticipations with which he had left us. 
This struck me, as I hastened to meet 
him, to tell him he was a father, and that 
his wife was safe, 'And, my boy/ 
cried he, his eyes on fire with all their 
wonted spirit again. • Your girl,/ I re. 
plied, « is lovely, like its mother/ O, my 
child, an heir male must have been of 
great moment to your father, for his ex- 
elamation of disappointment was terrific ! 
such words had never greeted blessing in 
this roof before, I think I hear them 
now !** and the Commandress trembling, 
having in this part of her avowal for- 
gotten who was her auditor, paused, apd 
put her hand to her forehead in awful 
recollections. 
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Berenice felt a second* blow* on her 
heart. Her brain began to swim, "What!" 
<iried she. " Then I am to be an excom-i 
municated wretch ! my father denounced 
me at my 1 birth] — Oh, my benefactress, 
in. spite of yourself, you have twice 
Uttered the doomed curse upon meJ" 
\ The venerable lady looked up, dis- 
tressed at what she had indeed unde- 
signedly betrayed. But her Christian 
tuition hkd been too sound, to allow any 
taint of the dregs of paganism still in the 
land, to contaminate her dependence on 
tbe pure decrees of Providence. A re- 
gard to omens, or maledictory influences, 
was one of these remains of heathen su- 
perstitions; and, as such, she remon- 
strated with her now sorely afflicted 
pupil, against augmenting the evil of 
ileal trials, by phantom interpretations of 
words or actions. She then represented 
the violent exclamation of Berenice's 
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father, as merely the impulse of a fiery 
spirit, unaccustomed to disappointment 
or control ; and that, when the impatient 
recoil from any such discipline, necessary 
to even the best of men, had once burst 
forth, it seemed to have exhausted itself; 
and his heart returned to its saner feel- 
ings, with a proportioned intensity of 
sensibility. His amiable child received 
this sincere apology for her parent, with 
no small degree of gladness and relief* 
For though her world-unacquainted mind 
held a creed of virtues too high, to at aU 
excuse the vice she abhorred, for the sake 
of any affinity with the supposed offender,' 
yet her ingenuous repugnance to think- 
ing ill of others, was ever eager to admit 
the fairest light on every human cha- 
racter; and the elastic temperament of 
her youthful heart, equally grasping at 
as fair views of things, a happy faith in 
goodness, and in good, might be called^ 
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the star of her bosom. The Com- 
mandress's explanation had just removed 
a transient cloud, and again its soft 
beams spread the blanched cheek with 
its accustomed bloomy light 

With greater circumspection, however, 
in the wording of her narrative, the 
venerable Paula communicated what 
remained; and Berenice attended to all, 
with ? determined curb on the expres- 
sion of her responsive feelings. Her 
anxious protectress now gave what she 
had to say, very succinctly; and she 
resumed, with mentioning, that during 
the first week after the arrival of these 
mysterious personages, (for that there, 
was an inexplicable mystery about them* 
she was obliged to allow,) the cavalier 
made his nightly sojourn in the convent ; 
and every morning left it at an early 
hour, after having seen his wife and 
inf&ftt, Whithej? he went, the Com* 
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mandress could only conjecture ; neither 
himself, nor his lady, ever dropping a 
word on the subject ; and it was a rule 
with the order of hospitalers, never to 
question a guest on any obviously with- 
held information: and every thing about 
the cavalier particularly showed he wished 
no observation to be made on him. He 
went put, and came back, always alone, 
and closely wrapped in his mantle ; but 
his times of return each evening were at 
various hours ; and his moods too often 
geemed similarly uncertain. The Com* 
mandress became aware of this; for, 
though he usually passed through the 
cloisters, direct to his lady's apartment 
without paying the previous respect com- 
mon with the convent guests, of calling 
at their hostess's door, she had only to 
look on the meek invalid's countenance, 
when entering her room after the cava- 
lier had quitted it for his own chamber, 
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to judge at once of the painfulness or 
pleasantness of the communications he 
had been making ; or, perhaps, of only 
the impassioned overbearingness of his 
humour, when something deeper, he 
would not reveal, was at storm in his 
breast. 

But of such humours, or their vainly- 
hidden effects on the weakened frame of 
the uncomplaining wife, the fondly- 
cherishing young mother ; — so young, 
that she was then hardly the age at which 
her child was now hearkening to het 
story ; — nothing was repeated that qould 
create any new alarm to that reveren- 
tially-attentive ear, or rather heart, where 
every syllable was registering. But while 
thus reserved, the narratress felt obliged 
to say, that the cavalier seemed to be 
frequently under an anxiety, which often 
disturbed the peace of his lady, and 
finally hurried him away on gome far- 
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distant journey. On the day of his depar- 
ture, he held a long private conference 
with her in her cell. It was still, as the; 
profound grief awakened there j no sound 
interrupting the noiseless communication, 
of the hard necessity that must have com- 
pelled that separation— the last, clinging 
farewell exchanged there — excepting, at 
intervals, the crying of the babe; sharing, 
so early, the sorrows of its parents. 
Those piteous infantine plaints, its sym- 
pathising future protectress could hear, 
even through the thick wall that divided 
her apartment from that of her guest. 

The parting over, the cavalier entered 
the Commandress's parlour. Strong emo- 
tions were visible in every feature : — 
one side of the collar of his cloak was 
wet through. The venerable nun easily 
guessed whose tears had done it. Never 
had she seen that tender tribute of 
humbled humanity, to its own helpless* 
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ness, dimming the proud lustre of his 
resplendent eyes. He suffered, it was 
true, but like a man in a conflict; his 
harness on, to subdue, not bewail. His 
address to her was short ; — thanking 
her, for her past hospitality; and,con<- 
juring her to take the most watchful 
care of his wife and child, till she should 
§ee him again; for he was going to a 
very far country, on a business of the 
greatest concern to them all He then 
Iflid a bag of gold on the table, impres- 
sively adding, that — " the sacred com- 
munity which sheltered objects so dear 
to him, might be assured that bag of 
gold should never draw near its empty- 
ing, before they should find it replaced 
by another." The Commandress of 
Saint Mary's needed not this liberal 
donation, to move her to answer every 
adjuration with the pledges of protection 
our laws enjoined, and indeed with every 
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comforting her own benevolence inspired* 
The cavalier took bis leave* and she saw 
him no mote. 

Days, weeks, succeeded} and the 
lovely lone one* (now known in the 
convent by the name of the Lady Santa ; 
Santa Berenice, having been the mode 
in which her husband always addressed 
her;) passed most of her solitary hours 
in tearful lamentations of his departure. 
But when the weeks shaped themselves 
into months, then she began to brighten 
into smiles ; to walk out, with her babe 
in her arms, and enjoy the opening sea- 
son; for she calculated be must be on 
his return. But months followed months, 
and neither the cavalier, nor intelligence 
from him, arrived. His lady, at last, 
became in such a state of terrors re- 
specting him, that she meditated going 
to Jerusalem, as the only resource likely 
to afford her information of his fate. She 
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did not actually say to whom she meant 
to apply ; but the Commandress gathered 
sufficient, to comprehend that the dis- 
traction of her suspence would finally, 
if not appeased, carry her to the feet of 
the royal Baldwin ; who, as head of all 
the crusade knights, as well as king of 
the Holy City, might reasonably be sup- 
posed to know whether death or captivity 
had befallen any of its enrolled defenders. 
But if those were the intentions of the 
Lady Santa, she was timely relieved from 
the distressing publicity of such an en- 
quiry, by the appearance of a messenger 
from her husband. This man, a veteran 
soldier, delivered a letter to the weeping, 
agitated wife; also the promised re- 
plenishing bag of gold to the Com- 
mandress; and, when he had received 
the due acknowledgment from her, and 
a large full-written packet from the lady, 
he kissed the hand of the infant Berenice, 
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she took from its sleep to show him, and 
departed on his steps without delay. 

From that time, the fond wife's agony 
of fears, being set at rest with regard to 
her husband's life or liberty, she appeared 
to submit with the required patience, to 
a prolonged separation. Her smiles re- 
turned, though like gleams in a wintery 
sky. She spoke, indeed, cheerfully* 
but often closing the apparently- contented 
sentence with a heavy sigh. And when 
she supposed herself alone, or rather 
mused till she forgot the presence of any 
one, while cradling her babe on her 
knee, the Commandress frequently heard 
her talking to it in a low voice j and then 
she could distinguish the names, Bald- 
win, Beaufort, Courtenay! The two 
former were most often repeated ; but 
the first, generally, in a tone of reproach. 
Once, indeed, the unintentional listener 
clearly heard, in this murmured kind of 
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plaint over the child, the following word* : 

— " Oh! might he but see thee thoaj 
could the royal pride, in that once noble 
breast, continue to shut thee from it 
then she paused, or rather muttered 
something lower; and, presently, the 
sounds became more audible : — "if 
generous, like thy lion-hearted brothers, 

— dead, and living, — " and there the 
voice dropped again into indistinctness ; 
and her face, bending to the head of the 
little nursling in her bosom, a mother's 
balmy kisses closed the sentence. 

From soliloquies of this kind, our lady 
Paula became possessed with an idea^ 
that her guest must be some way related 
to the princely family of Bouillon ; now 
doubly aggrandised, since Baldwin had 
assumed the regal title, his more mag- 
nanimous brother Godfrey had piously 
refused : but whether she were of , kin to 
him, by her own lineage, or that of her 
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husband, events only, could satisfy con- 
jecture. The Commandress certainly saw 
in the superb jewels of the young wife, 
when occasionally opening her cabinet, 
ample argument of an opulent, if not 
illustrious connection ; but her own man- 
ners appeared too simple in their native 
grace, to have had any thing to do with 
cities, camps, or courts. Her lord, on 
the contrary, bore about him every trait 
of having been intimate with all. He, 
then, must be the kinsman of Baldwin ; 
and if so, probably one of the gallant 
Courtenays. Their mother was well 
known to have been the niece of the old 
Duke of Lorraine, chief of the house, 
of which these now royal de Bouillons 
were only younger branches also. But 
1 have said, the long forsaken wife had 
more than once apostrophised the name 
of Courtenay. Sometimes, indeed, in 
prayer before the altar, on certain days 
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she gaVe to fasting ; and then it seemed 
to burst from some sudden pang at heart, 
being usually accompanied by tears and 
wringing hands, or a more intense ear- 
nestness in numbering her penitentiary 
beads. But the more her protectress 
became self-convinced of the probable 
truth of her suspicion, with a more 
scrupulous care she avoided hinting 
at a name, her unhappy guest seemed 
unconscious of having even breathed, be- 
yond the whisper in her heart When 
she spoke of her husband, it was never by 
any other appellation, than " my hus r 
band," or " my lord." 

But this husband of her hopes, this lord 
of her early sorrows, appeared under a 
destiny never to behold her more. First 
one letter, and then another, was put into 
her expecting hand j not with the glad 
tidings of his near approach, but post- 
poning, from successive cruel necessities, 
22 
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the period of his return; till at last, 
wearied anticipation sunk. The nerves 
of a delicate, and overstrained fabrick, 
gave way ; and her heart, worn out by 
constantly cherished, constantly blighted 
hope, lost its power of restoring the ali- 
ment of life; and, even like the evening 
withered flower, the sweet lily of Sharon, 
(with which, in morning freshness, her 
child's young attendant daily decked the 
chamber's little altar)— this lovely victim 
of " an equal beauty, to be desired, when 
looked on !" and, as untimely gathered, 
bowed her young head, and died. 

Berenice sat, mutely listening; but 
with many stealing tears, during the 
latter circumstances of this narrative. In 
the former part, though the names of 
Courtenay, or of Beaufort, were not parti- 
cularly dwelt upon by the now cautious 
speaker, in a way she thought likely to im- 
press her auditor, with similar ideas to her 
fl2 
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own, yet enough did escape her, to once 
or twice excite a throbbing wish for 
more ; which, if followed up by the en- 
quiries of her pupil, might have pointed 
to one or other of those noble crusaders, 
as the author of* her being. But Bere- 
nice, self-restrained, rather consigned to 
solitary meditation alone, even what her 
protectress did allow herself to acknow- 
ledge, ere she closed her communications. 
Which was, that till within the few pre- 
ceding weeks, she really had supposed 
some bond of affinity must exist between 
her charge, and the lineage of Bouillon ; 
for while her dying guest was binding up 
the letters of her husband, along with the 
paper she had written to her then uncon- 
scious child j while she was doing this, 
she solemnly addressed the Commandress. 

" Dangers," said she, " beset my 
husband. My timid nature, was not 
formed to be the mate of a hero — and 
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the Lord of pity, takes my unmatched 
spirit, to His peace. It has paid a 
penalty, and a purer ransom will do 
the rest ! But the father of my child 
may yet return to her. If not, the grave 
will then be his pillow too ! and some de- 
mand in her behalf, in form of guardian- 
ship at least, may be made from the king 
of Jerusalem. For," added the expiring 
parent, with an interrupting, convulsive 
sigh, more of mental anguish, than of 
mortal pangs; — " if the proud heart, 
have no ruth, even then my hopeless 
girl will still have the right of every other 
orphan of the crusade ; — to look to its 
chief for protection, when the soldiers of 
the cross, their fathers, are no more ! But 
should death, be all she ever hears of him 
who gave her life; and total neglect be 
her lot, where else alone she has any 
earthly claim j — then on her eighteenth 
birth-day, (the age at which I brought - 
h 3 
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her into this world of woe!) deliver to 
her that casket, with these papers ; and, 
when she opens it, and reads its contents 
— if she does not choose a spouse in hea- 
ven — her mother's sorrows, will have 
bled afresh over those papers, in vain !" 

And then, she blessed her child, as a 
mother — as a saint, would bless her last 
bond to earth — - and, expired. 

When the Commandress ceased, Bere- 
nice drew her hand, again and again; 
across her face, vainly wiping away the 
streaming showers which fell incessantly, 
though without a sob, from her overflow- 
ing eyes. The fountains of her heart 
seemed opened; and who could check 
them ? She struggled to collect voice, to 
make some rejoinder to the mournful 
pause of her benefactress; but at last 
when she did force an utterance, it was 
only a very few words — " I conclude/' 
faltered she, " that my father has died 



Digitized by 



A RECORD. 151 

the death of the brave. But the King of 
Jerusalem — Baldwin, he so revered ! — 
his kinsman, doubtless ! — Did he, during 
seventeen years, take no notice of my ex- 
istence ?" 

* The Commandress replied, that for 
most of that time it was not needed. — 
Regularly once in three years after the 
Lady Santa's death, some person came by 
night to the convent-gate, unseen of any 
one ; and depositing on the trap-spring 
-of the alms-chest in the wicket, a heavy 
bag of gold, labelled, " For Berenice, 
fr6m her father," disappeared again. 
Paula, who kept the key of the chest, 
always drew forth its stores alone j and 
when she found the triennial treasure for 
her young charge, it ever excited a spring 
of joy in her venerable breast ; not tlte 
joy of the usurer, but delight at the as; 
fiuranfce in its address, that Berenice yet 
H 4 ) 
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possessed a parent living. But, the good 
lady added, when three, and four, and 
five months, passed away beyond the 
usual period of the donation, and none 
arrived, (which was the case, some time 
before King Baldwin's death,) her appre- 
hensions pointed to the again contentious 
fields of Egypt } where many of the cru- 
sade veterans had recently fallen, some 
of whose names she had heard the Lady 
Santa murmur in her abstracted moods. 
Hourly then, the Commandress acknow- 
ledged, she looked towards Jerusalem, for 
some messenger from its beneficent 
sovereign, to proclaim a kinsman's or a 
patron's care over the fatherless Berenice. 
And such were her too proud expect- 
ations, she confessed, when the herald, with 
his black pall, asked admittance to her 
presence* " But," said she, « he brought 
sackcloth* for my presumption ; the 
church's tidings to my convent, that the 
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second guardian of the Holy City was no 
more !" 

Though stricken at heart for the land, 
and for all under her charge, our reve- 
rend mother yet felt the most poignantly 
at the instant, for the nameless orphan, 
in whose bosom she was conscious to 
having awakened many visions, erf a 
splendid world likely to be her lot j — 
and now, perhaps, too certainly blasted. 
Still, however, clinging to hope, she had 
closed herself within her own apartments, 
anxiously awaiting some cheering sum* 
mons thence, from the opening of the 
royal will. But that done, and no notice 
having been found there of the orphan of 
Saint Mary's, though the munificent mo- 
narch had expressly bequeathed legacies 
to all his known kindred, proportioning 
them variously from the nearest to the 
most distant affinities j — the Command- 
cess began to heavily arraign, herself, for 
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having in a manner falsified her own vows 
of abjuring the vanities of the world, by 
indulging romantic dreams for the pos- 
sible aggrandising destiny of her best 
beloved pupil there : — and hence be- 
Jieving, that whatever apparently just 
grounds had existed, to awaken or sanc- 
tion such hopes, they either had been 
utterly mistaken; or were buried deep, 
and mysteriously, for ever, in the silence 
of the grave. 

Pierced with this pious and affection- 
ate remorse, she acknowledged, with 
saint-like contrition, her error to her 
young charge. Telling her, wi£h tears 
dimming her once venerable eyes, that she 
had collected together for . her sole use, 
the residue of all the several donations 
from her father, once intended for the 
convent at large ; but which, as circum- 
stances had changed, ought to be her re- 
stored property j and with care, would be 
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amply sufficient to endow, as a nun, his 
now orphan indeed ! 

" And so let it be ! dearest consoler 
x>f my beloved, broken-hearted mother, 
now at peace !" cried Berenice, her teal's 
no longer flowing ; for the flood had un- 
burthened the full bosom, and the calm- 
ness of innocence was resettling there ; 
and folding her arms round her pro- 
tectress, she gently added, " Do not 
weep for me ! or, rather, for the world 
I never saw, nor can I wish to* see ! — I 
never knew another home than this ; 
and, while heaven grants it to me, and 
with your love, I have yet a parent — I 
am rich — I am happy!" 

With the words, even a bright smile 
sparkled from her lips and eyes; and, 
kissing the hand of the self-reconciled 
Commandress, who emphatically blessed 
hfcr, she took the before rejected rosary 
from the table, on which it lay; and 
h 6 
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putting it over her neck, again bent her 
fair forehead to the repeated benedictions; 
and retired, for the night's needed re- 
pose, to the solitude of her own little 
dormitory. 



" So rest thee Innocence, so wake in peace!" 



Never, surely, did morning break more 
beauteously, from the eastern canopy of 
heaven, than did that of the long anti- 
cipated July, of Berenice's eighteenth 
year; a year afterwards so memorable 
to many in the convent ; and die met it, 
bright as that morning's self. The agi- 
tations and tears of the evening before, 
had been soothed, first by prayer, and 
then by sleep ; and, when she woke, they 
were passed away, even like the Vapours 
of a receding dream; leaving heaven* 
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ward memories alone, of those honoured 
beings, whom she had never been con- 
scious to know on earth, but whom her 
firm belief assured her of rejoining in 
the eternal world. Thus, the peace of 
piety was given to her heart} and the 
only yearning of her wishes, again pointed 
to the moment just at hand of beholding 
the places, rendered interesting to her 
by her early studies, and sacred from the 
divinity which had once stirred within 
them. That day, she was to behold them ! 
and she sprang from her couch, with the 
joy of a young fawn. 

Matins were performed in the chapel ; 
and the convent gates opened to the pil» 
grim train. The rising sun just blushed 
the morning's dawn over the silvery tops 
of the circumjacent wooded heights ; and 
a balmy air, breathed over every shrub 
and flower. The novices, all robed in the 
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appropriate dress of the order, with long 
white veils,- but thrown back from their 
faces, and with palms in their hands, 
issued from the portals. Berenice, being 
the youngest, was to lead the sister 
group; and it parted, right and left, 
giving her way, as she passed from re- 
ceiving her palm-branch also j and with 
u meek, but happy spirit, moved towards 
her station at the head of the little train. 
She stepped forth on the glittering green 
sward. The morning-star, yet lingered 
in the heavens j holding its bright lamp, 
like a radiant censer over the valley of 
Bethlehem j and never perhaps, but once, 
did a more lovely female form meet its 
pure rays. Berenice looked towards that 
Bethlehem star. It imaged to her mind 
the scene over which that resplendent 
messenger, or one like unto it, had shed 
its guiding beam direct on the lowly 
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vale j then, as now, lying in a divine re- 
pose, under the departing shadows of 
Mount Sion ! 

All that in such a moment filled the 
soul-hallowed bosom of Berenice, shone 
in her upraised countenance ; and seem* 
ing to the sisterhood around, even as one 
of the angelic host, who had once 
watched, and ministered, where that star 
pointed; they stood reverentially at a 
distance, gazing on her, with a fixed ad- 
miration. 

And there was another eye, that of 
a stranger, which also looked on her, and 
with a like admiring wonder. — " Who 
may she be?" His quickened heart 
chilled in its pulses, while asking himself 
the question. He drew behind the na- 
tural screen of a thick grove, which 
topped a high bank commanding the line 
of pathway from the gate, and watched 
the procession a& it passed. There wag 
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a demure formality in the step of all, ex- 
cepting Berenice} most, combining no- 
tions of a necessary ceremony, with the 
feelings of devotion j but she, wholly 
given up to that sentiment alone, calm, 
yet rapturous, seemed to tread in air; 
and the light, unstudied movements of 
her beautiful form, were foil of a con- 
sequent unconscious grace* A gentle 
breeze wafted her veil partially from be* 
fore her face, and mixing her long bright 
tresses with its floating folds, —she 
turned, to gather them from the catching 
sprays of some overshooting branches, 
bending from the bank on which the 
stranger stood. The apparition that then 
opened to his sight, and apparently so 
near him, seemed for a moment to unearth 
him. She moved on. 

" Was Jephthah's daughter, fairer — 
lovelier?" cried he* in a burst of internal 
transport. Then after a' few minutes 9 
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pause, the procession being lost amongst 
the windings of its mountain track, he 
descended from the spot whence he had 
observed it, exultingly exclaiming in a 
smothered voice to himself: " It cannot 
be otherwise* Gerrand has not deceived 
me ; and the miserable hour of her birth, 
may yet be that of my triumph !" 

With the last ejaculation, he sprung 
from the thicket, cm to the open glade 
before the convent ; hastened to the 
porch, and rang the little bell of its 
wicket The answering porteress, soon 
conducted him to the presence he re- 
quired. As a palmer from the East, he 
demanded a private conference with the 
Commandress. Our venerable lady rose 
to meet him. He addressed her instantly 
by name. Eighteen years had passed 
lightly over the head of a retired, yet 
benevolently employed woman j leaving 
no traces on her then, and always, serene 
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countenance, save those of a more pro- 
found peace ; a more elevated conscious- 
ness, that all was right within ; and of 
the fitting of her brow, for the crown of 
righteousness, molding above for the 
lowly in spirit alone. But on his ? — the 
cavalier, who had entered that chamber 
eighteen summers ago — himself not 
having then seen thirty years j and 
. xloathed as brightly in personal comeli- 
ness, as in the unsullied splendor of his 
knightly armour ; (his mantle, never con- 
cealing its ruby-enamelled red-cross, and 
-hauberk of glittering steel, when in that 
room;) — he was a man, tossed on the 
cares, the high contending toils of life ; 
and the marks were on him. On his 
face, time had not omitted a type in the 
catalogue. The lofty open brow, was 
furrowed deep ; the lines of the mouth, 
on whose lips love had once so smilingly 
hung, now told the inexorable firmness 



Digitized by 



A RECORD. 



163 



of an imperious will. But the ever com- 
manding eye, though something dimmed 
from its first effulgence! when it again 
turned to her he now addressed, she felt 
could still vary its expressions, with all 
the impassioned tenderness of soul-de- 
voted recollections j with all the impe- 
tuous self-felicitations, of possessing a 
present good* 

Every change of the kind, the surprised 
and strongly-agitated Paula, witnessed 
in the features and demeanour of this 
most unexpected visitor ; within the short 
space of his avowing himself to be thfe 
husband of the lady, committed to her 
care eighteen years ago ; and the father 
of the female child, the death of its young 
mother had so long left to an onlyparent's 
charge. " Time," he said, " would ex- 
plain why that charge had not been per- 
sonally assumed before j but the loss of 
his usual confidential messenger to the 
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convent must account for the non-ap- 
pearance of the last due deposit of gold." 
And then he eagerly inquired, whether 
the damsel he had just seen leading the 
group up the mount, were his daughter 
or not The reply was in the affirmative ; 
, but the immediate declaration from her 
protectress's full heart, that with all her 
mother's beauty, she also inherited her 
mother's endearing grace, her every gen- 
tle virtue j seemed to check the kindling 
triumph in the father's bosom, A lurid 
hue overspread the mantling glow on his 
cheek ; and, turning from the Command- 
res^ towards the window, she heard the 
struggle in the proud breast of widowed 
man, to suppress the natural, the just 
tribute to the image of the lovely bride 
lie had once cherished there j to the me- 
saory of the faithful, the confiding wife^ 
whose heart he must be conscious his de- 
sertion had broken I And he was so. 
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Conscience then shot its gleam. But like 
a desperate wretch, treading on the torch 
that might have lit him to sanctuary, be- 
cause his chosen path must yet be dark- 
ness, he quenched the feeling within him, 
by a violent extinction of the memories 
crowding on his own heart And leaping 
again, in mind, to the high goal of his 
career ; the past was annihilated ; the 
present alone considered; and that, only 
as it led to his grasp of the great object, 
in his vision of the future. 

When he walked back from the brief 
minutes of his internal conflict, to resume 
his conference with the protectress of his 
daughter, all was then stately composure 
on his fixed brow. He took a small 
casket from his vest, and poured out of 
it, jewels, of a size and water that aston- 
ished our venerable lady ; though she had 
been accustomed to the sight of many 
of the finest For in that country, 
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transfer of riches being more portable in 
such a commodity, than in gold to the 
same amount, considerable payments were 
often made so ; and the precious stones, 
being carried immediately to certain Ar- 
menian merchants, they gave the due sum 
on their value; and afterwards retained 
them, ready to apply in the same way, to 
the transmission of a similar degree of 
wealth, to any point required. But these, 
were so superior in quantity, quality, and 
setting, to any the Commandress had 
ever beheld in the course of such disburse- 
ments, that she looked on them, with not 
less pondering of thought, than wonder 
at their magnificence. For amongst 
them, was a rich circlet, chiefly of rubies, 
of a breadth, and diameter, bearing suffi- 
cient evidence that it belonged to some 
princely badge ; but of what rank, crown 
or coronet, could not be guessed ; every 
distinguishing form of ornament, that 
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might have led to solving the question, 
having been removed. In the front of 
it, however, shone a diamond of a spiral 
shape, so large and dazzling, that it re- 
minded Paula of the old Arabian legend, 
of the blinding jewel in the magical, 
girdle of Pharaoh's daughter, and in- 
stinctively she put her hand on her eyesj; 
but even during that action, with all the 
dignified disinterestedness of her char- 
acter, she replied, " These are of too im- 
mense a value, for any thing this house's 
shelter may have done for your child ; 
nay, your former gifts in gold, have been 
more than sufficient, to pay half the 
yearly expences of our whole little house- 
hold ! Therefore, take these again j 
for money, nor jewels, can never dry the 
tears we shall shed in losing her !" 

Tears then trickled through the hand 
on her brow ; and the precious gems she 
had at first hidden from her sight, were 
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forgotten. The cavalier allowed a short 
and respectful pause to the venerable 
mother's sensibility ; then, with renewed 
energy, pressed the entire mass of jewels, 
set and unset, which the casket had con- 
tained, with the circlet also, upon her. But 
when she, with an equal apparent deter- 
mination, persisted in refusing the latter 
at least, he suddenly changed his manner 
of earnest gratefulness ; and collecting 
himself into an aspect of stern haughti- 
ness, with something more of a sovereign 
pronouncing a command, than a man 
paying a debt of obligation, he insisted 
oh her receiving the cincture with the 
rest. 

" But," he added, " I do not intend it, 
to remain a gorgeous heir-loom, in the 
sacristy of this house ! nor to be commit- 
ted to the transfer of any merchant. — 
When I have been gone with my daugh- 
ter, one month from these gates, then be 
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yourself the bearer of that circlet to the 
present wearer of the de Bouillon diadem 
in Jerusalem. Tell him, without that, 
his purchase is not complete. Let him 
pay you, and the poor of your mount be 
the gainers. He knows the pledge ; and, 
also, may well recognize that spiral stone. 
Tell him, the pledger will redeem both, 
on the spot whence that ruby symbol 
never should have moved. When you 
see me again, lady, you will know 
that such things are dust in my path." 
He walked proudly away, when he had 
ended speaking ; and his eyes flashed, as 
with fire ; and his lips also moved, as with 
more words ; but she could not hear 
them ; yet she almost thought, they pro- 
claimed himself a king ! — that she saw a 
crown round that brow ! — one that 
lightened, and would have blasted her ! 
— She trembled. 
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" Who art thou ?" she asked, inwardly, 
while she gazed on him, aghast at his port, 
and the denunciation of countenance j 
for it manifestly threatened the monarch 
of Jerusalem. " He is the father of my 
charge !" repeated she to herself. " No 
desperate assumer of the name. I can 
never forget that face and mien ; though 
both might seem so altered i But oh, I 
well remember seeing such flashes scat- 
ter the sweet flower, that has perished ! 
And am I to commit my innocent, to 
this man of unchastened pride? The 
world, all in his heart— Heaven alone, 
in hers !" 

The Commandress, in the paroxysm 
of her internal feelings, wrung her hands. 
But the next instant, recollecting there 
would yet be the providence of a 
heavenly Father, over the misguiding of 
the most erring earthly parent, her mo- 
mentary despair was checked j and with 
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a tranquillizing brow, she met his return- 
ing step. She replied, that, according 
to his instructions, she would take charge 
of the jewels, and apply their answering 
deposit ; but, she asked, was she not to 
be told the name of the noble person, by 
whose authority she was to seek the au- 
gust presence of the king of Jerusalem? 
And then in a voice tremulous with rising, 
emotion, she added — nay, more; was 
not her heart indeed that of a mother for 
the beloved child she had so long fostered, 
— was it not to have the satisfaction of 
knowing, by name, the parent to whom 
she resigned her ? 

He regarded the Commandress witli 
a fixed eye, while she was speaking. 
When adjuring him, by the dignity of 
the king of Jerusalem, to grant her 
request, his expressive lip showed all the 
scorn of his soul ; but when she urged 
her feelings, as a mother, for his child, 
i 2 
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both his eye, and his proud mouth, 

softened ; and laying his hand, but with 
a firm pressure, on her arm — " Madam," 
said he, " my name is not to be now, 
first pronounced to that man, by a wo- 
man's tongue. And, with regard to 
your confidence in me, in respect of your 
charge, what name can be more binding 
than that of father?" 

" True," returned she, " you are her 
parent— her only parent! and that cha- 
racter holds a double sanctity. To such, 
I may safely resign the sacred trust, a 
dying mother committed to my care I" 

While making this solemn surrender, 
she suddenly recollected the coffer, with 
its accompanying injunctions; which 
might be considered the last bequest of 
his wife; and then, with a sacred pre- 
cision, she repeated their import to him. 
He started at the first mention of such a 
deposit ; well conjecturing whose letters, 
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and what history, that coffer contained ; 
but the moment he heard it was yet 
unviolated, his composure returned ; and 
he attended, uninterruptingly, till the 
Gommandress concluded with saying — 
that on the return of Berenice from the 
mount, she should put the trust into her 
hand ; and the name, the breaking of its 
seal must disclose, would then be ex- 
tended to his child's knowledge alone. 

To this he observed, that since his 
daughter was reclaimed by him, before 
the coffer was opened, the necessity of 
her searching its contents, was removed ; 
and, consequently, it must be delivered 
to him in its present sealed state : — "It 
will then rest with me, as it ought to do ;° 
continued he, " to choose when, and how, 
Berenice may be made to know what she 
is, besides being my daughter — the 
daughter of a father, her eyes may then 
look on — come, to realise on her head, 
1 3 
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the proudest ambitions of her plotter's 
soul, when she gave me her hand I" 

" And had that unresisting, broken 
reed, ever a soul so tempered ?" ex- 
claimed the Commandress, crossing her 
own chastened bosom. "Alas, alast 
blessed then were the humbling sorrows 
which laid her, in meekened hope, to 
draw her last »igh pn the green sod of 
Olivet!" 

The widowed husband did not notice 
this heart- wrung remark ; probably did 
not hear it ; so entirely was he absorbed 
in the train of deep meditations, which 
seemed to have seized him while finishing 
the last sentence he addressed to his audi- 
tress ? — And, for some time afterwards* 
he continued striding the room, with 
mutterings to himself, and gesticulations 
of such disdain, and lofty bearing, — that 
the more and more astounded protectress 
of his child, gazed at him with increasing 
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anxiety; feeling, that had she not the 
silent evidence of great riches, and there- 
fore of power, before her in the open 
casket, she could almost be induced to 
suppose the mind of her guest was in the 
exultation of a distempered state. 

" Oh, would that I were now asleep !" 
sighed she in her inward thoughts ; " to 
wake from this hour of trouble, and find 
that appalling, mysterious man, still as 
one dead to his cfrild and me !" 

He turned abruptly towards her ; and 
she felt as if the glance he gave was 
master of her silent adjuration. She 
shuddered, though not for herself; — for 
Berenice, when she should be alone with 
him, and might meet such a look ! But 
it was not meant for the Comm^ndress. 
Its object was then in his eyes' mental 
vision. He approached her with a calmer 
step, and enquired, when his daughter 
would return from the day's pilgrimage. 
1 4 
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Paula, relieved by his quieted manner, 
informed him, — "Not that evening. 
It being part of the duty, to keep vigils 
during the night in certain consecrated 
places of the mount ; but that the setting 
rays of the next day's sun, would be the 
signal for the procession's descent home- 
wards." 

He said it was well. — The interval 
would be convenient to him. He should 
return to his people, whom he had left 
in the lower valleys of the Kedron ; and, 
having made due preparations for his 
daughter's travel, would appear again at 
the convent when all was ready. Per- 
haps it might be on the morrow evening ; 
perhaps the day after. But he required 
the coffer to be given to him at his 
present parting. The Commandress rose, 
and took it from the recess in her cell 
where it had lain so many years ; and 
when she put it into the hands of the 
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cavalier, her own trembled; and the 
tears, she could not restrain, dropped 
upon its lid. He gently pressed the 
maternal hand that relinquished it to his. 

" Madam," said he, " be satisfied, I 
take my daughter to a life worthy of her 
birth and beauty ; yet so sheltered from 
the world you dread, that when once 
entered the happy home I have provided 
her, she will be as safe from care or 
danger as within these sacred walls." 

" Then I am content !" returned the 
Commandress ; and looking up, she de- 
voutly exclaimed^ "You, hear him, 
sainted Berenice ! — and, accept ray con- 
summated duty, when I deliver your 
child into her father's hands !" 

The cavalier had placed the coffer in 
his bosom, and withdrawn from the room, 
ere the venerable lady had taken her 
clasped hands from before her face, to 
which she had raised them in the fervent 
I 5 
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inward prayer, which followed the last 
utterance of her invocation. 



• Alike their souls are gone, 



Who shared the funeral feast on JEta's shore, 
And their's, that o'er the field of Ascalon 
Swell'd the crusader's hymn i Hemans* 



In crossing the cloister, the Baroness 
met the strange appearance of a man 
issuing from the opposite passage. His 
garb, however, declared his warrant* 
Jbeing that of a palmer ; marked to her 
by the withered leaves pendant round 
his cap, from that blessed tree of the 
desert, which, yielding alike food and 
shade, and pointing where the water- 
springs lie, becomes the beacon-rests of 
travellers j and, hence distinguishes the 
pilgrims who pass between the Euphrates 
land Jerusalem, with its peculiar name. 
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The Baroness, delighted in recognising 
these emblems of the east, hastened to- 
wards him j meaning to ask many ques- 
tions respecting the country she so lpved, 
and whether he brought any particular 
tidings of Edessa since the accession of 
its new sovereign. But when the palmer 
drew near, though he must have seen 
by the noble lady's instantly stopping, 
that she wished to address him, he just 
raised his cap by a slight touch, as he 
bowed in passing, and almost instantly 
vanished through the cloister porch. 

She was exceedingly struck by the 
manner of this simple action, so deter- 
fliinately, yet courteously distancing in- 
terruption ; and, not less excited to 
curiosity, by the chivalric movement 
of his obeisance, equally unlike that of 
3>ny common military religieux, she hur- 
ried to the Commandress's apartment to 
enquire who he was ; or at least learn 
i 6 



Digitized by 



180 THE PILGRIMAGE OF BERENICE, 

what he might have told, of her ever-dear 
Edessa. 

She found the Commandress still too 
much shaken with the effects of her recent 
conference, to be able to disguise its pur- 
port ; and the whole story of Berenice's 
birth, at least all she knew, was at length 
revealed. But, indeed, the good lady 
felt, she was then only communicating 
to her friendly guest, what, till that mo- 
ment held a secret, the course of a few 
hours more would openly declare to the 
whole convent, by the departure of 
its beloved subject, for ever, from its 
roof. 

The Baroness listened with more affec- 
tionate interest than surprise. She had 
herself supposed Berenice sprung from 
some illustrious blood ; and while attend- 
ing to the agitated Paula's leading infer- 
ences, she became more impressed with 
the probability of her own first suspicions j 
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which had pointed to one or other of 
the three great auxiliary heroes of the 
crusade, all kinsmen of the de Bouillon; 
namely, either of the brothers de Court- 
enay, or Harold, earl of Beaufort ; every 
one of whom had been noted for their 
romantic gallantry, not less in love than 
in war. The accident of discovering a 
slight resemblance between the convent's 
beautiful unknown, and the younger de 
Courtenay, had decided the Baroness, he 
must be the father. But while repeating 
these observations, in her rejoinders to 
the Commandress, she acknowledged that 
her last supposition was entirely done 
away, by the glimpse she had just had of 
the palmer, the real father, whose face was 
of a totally different style of feature from 
that of either of the Courtenays. Besides, 
she remarked, even if her acquaintance 
with their persons, had not been sufficient 
to undeceive her, their relative situations, 
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at the present time, ipust haye been 
enough ; report havipg said, that Armand 
had fallen in the late Egyptian crusade j 
and with regard to Josejyn, now prince 
of Edessa, (and therefore placed next in 
succession to the crown of Jerusalem, 
when Heaven should call its new king 
hence ;) was it credible that, either as 
parent or uncle of Berenice, he would 
have suffered her to remain so many 
months after his elevation, in the ob- 
scurity of a cpnvent ! 

The Commandress, having admitted 
that her own conjectures had lain between 
those same de Courtenays, and the Eai:l 
of Beaufort ; on account indeed of their, 
names having been so often uttered by 
her deceased guest, when she conceived 
herself alone, and never mentioned by 
her at any other time ; now, with the 
Baroness, necessarily gave up the idea of 
either of those noble brothers being the 
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actual personage she had seen in the still 
self-concealing man, who, from the first, 
had avowed himself to be the father of 
Berenice. Both ladies, therefore, would 
have instantly concluded, that the Anglo- 
Norman earl must be he, had not each of 
them started an objection, but on different 
grounds. The Commandress alleged 
the probable age of the earl, who, if 
uncle to the present lord of Edessa, must 
be too old to make it possible for him to 
be the cavalier ; who, eighteen years ago, 
did not seem much beyond twenty ; — 
even at that time, then younger than the 
reported years of either of the Cour- 
tenay's. 

The Baroness smiled at this objection; 
answering that her's lay in the character 
of the cavalier, as drawn by the Corn- 
mandrels herself. For though the earl 
of Beaufort was uncle to the Courtenays, 
he could not be far from their own age j 
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their mother, though his sister, having 
been something more than twenty years 
his senior. But with regard to the sort of 
man he was ; there rested her demur. — 
Notwithstanding she had never person- 
ally known him, good authority had, left 
an impression with her, that his frankly 
amiable qualities amongst friends and foes, 
were little in harmony with the present 
representations of the cavalier, so harsh 
and imperious in his mystery. Neverthe- 
less, she owned, men might be different 
under the gaze of the world, and within 
the despotic keep of their owh power; 
whether it be theirvassalhall, ortheir lady's 
chamber. Besides, about twenty years 
ago, something more or less, she remem- 
bered her husband speaking of* a rather 
amusing contention at the court of Con- 
stantinople, between Anna Comnena, 
and one or two other illustrious beauties 
of the day, for the honour of the young 
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earl of Beaufort's spear in the tournament. 
He, laughingly, spurred out of the lists, 
with his victor wreath, when won ; and 
afterwards, in the same vein, told the 
half-offended princess, that, " Anglo- 
Norman like, he had cast it to the sea, his 
legitimate mistress !" 

u Now," continued the Baroness, 
" might not this transmarine fair, have 
been no other than the future mother of 
our Berenice ? You say, she was lovely 
as her daughter; and well might such 
be the rival of the brightest eyes, in the 
then capital of Christendom I" 

The Commandress sighed — she could 
not discuss with any feeling of gaiety, a 
subject of such importance to her pupil. 
But before she and the lady of Hardres 
parted, it was with a full conviction be- 
tween both, that the mysterious cavalier 
could be no other flian the English earl j 
and that according to the Baroness's 
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guess, seasons and circumstances had 
struck his nature's unsuspected sparks of 
evil into action j and hence might come 
the humours, which, at times, rendered 
his better dispositions questionable. Our 
venerable mother granted it might be soj 
and, as it little became erring humanity 
to be extreme in judging the amiss of any 
fellowcreature, she must the rather hope, 
that whatever wrong bias were there, it 
would be checked by the only hand which 
could curb unbridled man, before the im- 
perious spirit of this strange father, could - 
inflict itself on the gentle nature of his 
child. With this sentiment she and the 
Baroness separated, both on the same 
intent, to collect their different offerings 
of affection, for Berenice's journey. 

The Commandress busied herself 
through the remainder of that day, and 
the chief part of the next, in giving direc- 
tions respecting the preparation of every 
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comfort that could be devised for a young, 
and inexperienced traveller, while Ker own 
maternal hands drew together Berenice's 
little treasury of books and relics, and 
packed them carefully into the same 
mule-chest with her wardrobe. But this 
was not all ; she would not suffer any 
body else to select the little store for her 
child's daily refreshment. Dried fruits, 
with cakes of the finest flour sweetened 
with honey, and full bunches of the con- 
vent's choicest grapes — which Berenice's 
own hands had often assisted to trail across 
the vineyard, in front of the refectory 
window — these were put up into several 
small caskets, with many a salt tear and 
blessing mingling on each deposit. 

" Where will she be," cried the lonely 
lady to herself, " when she opens what 
I now close? Oh, my child, whither 
does this proud-miened father carry thee? 
What is that happy sheltered home he 
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has promised me for thee ? Thy mother 
long looked for such, and found it in the 
grave — the home, man cannot disturb." 
It was then the evening of the second 
day; and her eyes met the brilliant 
rays of the declining sun, in transitory 
flickering reflections, on the opposite 
wall of her chamber. "Oh!" she ex- 
claimed, " she will soon be here ! — and 
he also, who is to take my earthly trea- 
sure from me ? 9 And bursting into tears, 
her venerable head droptonthe last basket 
She was binding with its reeds. 

The signal of that setting orb was also 
remembered by the father of Berenice. 
But he passed by Saint Mary's; and 
went forwards through the winding 
thickets of the upward woods, with the 
design of meeting his daughter ; or rather 
to excite again the triumphant cordial 
anticipations of his soul, by contemplating 
her youthful, animated beauties, uncheck- 
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ed y unagitated, by the awe and emo- 
tions that must attend her first con- 
sciousness of being in the presence of 
a parent so long unknown. Having pro- 
ceeded some time, he took an inadvertent 
turn into a path, leading more northerly 
than the direction in which he meant to 
go, and found himself issue forth on an 
open brow of the mountain ; which, by 
the unimpeded view it unfolded of the 
distant horizon in that quarter ; and the 
form of the . vast promontory itself its 
shape being that of a broken arch, pro- 
jecting with a fearful height of precipice 
over the north western extremity of the 
valley of Jehoshaphat ; — he could not 
doubt, that he then stood on the avoided 
point of Chamosh ; the once noted high- 
place of the abominable rites of the 
apostate kings of the opposite holy hill ; 
and his own thoughts darkened their 
meditations. 
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He paced, backwards and forwards, over 
that silent altar of former groaning sacri- 
fices. How magnificent had been the 
day of mercy, which had risen there ; 
extinguishing the fires of immolation, 
and sheathing the slaughterer's knife ! 
" It was well ! and is well I" — cried 
he. — " All changes are venal, that light 
not such mischiefs again !" 

The theatre of nature around him, 
seemed worthy the, peaceful morning 
which had then broken on its beauties ; 
and the bright serenity of the present 
evening, was almost enough to lull his 
troubled bosom to an answering calm ! a 
deep forgetfulness ! 

While he stopped, to gaze on the rich 
panoply of its golden clouds, rolling over 
each other, and parting their re- 
splendent billows, as if to receive the 
descending chariot of the sun — wheel- 
ing down the steep of heaven into the sea 
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of pure etherial light expanded beneath 
them; at that moment, the clamour of 
trumpets from beneath the rock, startled 
the contemplating chief, and he sprang 
back, as if he had trod on an adder. 

They sounded again ; and with the notes 
which usually proclaim some eminent vic- 
tory. " Aye !" cried he ; "I hear, and 
know thee ! — Nor shall I feel, that thou 
can'st make me fly thee — even here ! — 
No; — let my eye, behold — and blast 
thee !" — And, with the fearful maledic- 
tion, writ as with characters of fire upon 
his brow, denouncing hatred, inextin- 
guishable hatred, he hurried to the pro- 
montory point ; and, looking down, 
beheld, low in the deep green of the 
valley, all shining bright under the slant 
beams of the setting sun, the inaugural 
procession of Baldwin du Bourg, the new 
king of Jerusalem. 
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He was come, to complete the duty of 
the day. Having, emblematically, washed 
away all earthly pride in such elevation, 
by the immersion of his crown in the 
sacred fount of Siloam ; he walked in his 
royal robes, but unsandelled feet, to the 
tomb of the prophets, at the foot of the 
mount j there to receive the sceptre, sur- 
mounted by the dove of heavenly pro- 
mise. A badge of regal power, which 
Godfrey de Bouillon would never pre- 
sume to touch ; but which his brother, 
the first Baldwin, had swayed for eighteen 
years of justice, — to the peace of the 
land, and the honour of his name ! 

At the moment, when the door of the 
hallowed sepulchre opened, and the 
patriarch of Jerusalem put the conse- 
crated ensign into the new monarch's 
hand, then blew the clangor of the trum- 
pets a third time. And, just as he 
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turned on his steps, bearing the sceptre, 
with the banners of Sion floating over his 
head, and the heralds were loudly pro- 
claiming Baldwin the Second !— the sun's 
effulgent rays striking on the jewelled 
points of his crown, made them shine, even 
with a sort of preternatural glory. 

The cavalier beheld the whole. His 
eyes were rivetted to the object. But 
his teeth gnashed against each other ; and 
the clenched hand in his breast, worked 
with an impotent rage, as if it would tear 
out the heart, writhing to torture, within. 
Utterance was denied to the storm that 
shook him. But the bristles of his hair 
stood up j and his flaming eye-balls 
seemed starting from their sockets. Per- 
turbed in every limb, the wind, blowing 
aside his vestments, showed, in their dis- 
ordered motions, that a being moved 
there, whose spirit was at war with hu- 
manity. — Indeed, -he hardly knew what 

VOL. II. k 
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he did ; that he had seized a piece of the 
rock to hurl it from the mount, even as 
if he held a thunderbolt. The king 
looked up. But whether that glance 
discerned the distant menacing figure on 
the beetling clifl£ which then hung over 
the passing group, the cavalier cared 
not. He saw him ; and that was every 
thing to his full soul of hate. But its 
tongue now forced an utterance. 

" The deep perdition of my trans- 
gressions, past and to come, blight thee ! 
Wither thee up ! till they bring me to 
walk, as thou dost now — Baldwin, ac- 
cursed !" 

" Cursed !" retorted a loud, and thrill- 
ing voice, even in the teeth of his 
malediction ; and, ere his wrathful start 
had moved him one step backward — 
forward, would have precipitated him 
headlong, — " Cursed!" resounded from 
behind him. He turned, in fury; but 
17 
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nothing living was visible there, — while 
"Cursed, Cursed V 9 reverberated in shrill, 
retreating echoes, till they faded away into 
the far-off sky ; like the reluctant denun- 
ciation of some departing heavenly host 
He recovered his presence of mind, while 
listening, wonderingly, to the gradually 
% dying accents of the visionary responded 
anathema ; then, breaking into a scorn- 
ful laugh, withdrew his hand from the 
hilt of the sword he had grasped on hear- 
ing the first near reverberating sound; and 
without turning again to the scene in the 
valley, rushed down the interior decliviiy, 
towards the thicket paths of the mount. 
But his heart did not cease denouncing 
its meditated triumph, over all that then 
caused such mortal throes of hatred and 
revenge. A thirst for private, glutting, 
personal vengeance; the dastard's pos- 
sessing fiend, whose very existence within 
him, he would have doubted, till it tore 
K 2 
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him thus, and it made him hate the cause 
the more, since it even moved him now, 
to disdain himself. 

Full of these inward contentions, he 
hurried on j but had hardly cleared the 
rough descent of the promontory steep, 
and turned a sweep of the lower hill, 
towards the woods, irt which he meant 
for awhile to bury himself and thoughts, 
ere he perceived a wide vista Jike ravine ; 
hung with abundant shade indeed, but 
opening westward to the sky j and where 
he knew its flanking cliffs must at that 
point face Jerusalem. One of them 
projected forward in the manner of the 
one he had just left, but was of less 
amplitude, and elevation in the mount; 
yet it, too, overlooked the valley of 
Jehoshaphat ; and on its summit he saw 
his daughter standing— a few paces 
nearer to its extreme edge, than her less 
rapt or adventurous companions had yet 
advanced. The receding rays of the 
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quickly sinking sun Still Shot upwards, 
tinging with a golden silvery light the 
floating transparency of her garments. 
Her white arms, whence the long draperies 
of her veil depended like a fleecy cloud, 
were stretched out in the devout position 
of the cross towards the opposite hill, 
while she appeared to bend over the 
valley. 

The teeth of the cavalier again ground 
against each other, while he beheld her 
in this action ; so likd benediction of his 
enemy, while taking his proud course be- 
neath. Atid then* with a deepening gloom, 
he smiled haughtily to himself; " What,** 
cried he, inwardly, "are words of any 
kind ? — when the deed is in my power I" 

Berenice knelt down, even on the awful 
brink where she had stood; and her 
companions, gathering courage from her 
example, took their kneeling places be- 
side, or close behind her. And then, 
k 3 
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with their voices uniting occasionally in 
harmonious cadence with her's* she began 
a strain of such entrancing melody, such 
resistless pathos, that her father listened 
— even as Saul listened unto David — 
till the holy sweetness seemed to charm 
him from himself! 

" Wretch, that I am I" exclaimed he, 
while tearing himself away from the last 
melting notes of the anthem j — " Such 
tones can give me happiness no morel 
And may double perdition fall on the 
heads of those, dead or alive, who cast 
me out--* to the fiends, that goad and 
rack me ! — thy mother, Berenice I" 

He rushed from the memories, these 
reflections had conjured up; and, re- 
gardless in what direction, made his way, 
he knew not how, from those sacred strains, 
as if they were corporeal forms pursuing 
him; thus taking his impetuous course 
down the ravine, through the thickets, 
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and leaping the mountain streams, till he 
found himself, panting, and with the 
sweat on his brow, in sight of the convent 
The last skirts of the returned pilgrim 
train, were just fluttering from the lowly 
porch when he came in view of it. He 
paused, before he advanced, to recover 
his entire self-possession. 

" Am I two creatures ?" he asked 
himself. " One moment I could fondly 
clasp that lovely being to my paternal 
heart, and proclaim her innocence, my 
pride and joy j could dedicate all that 
host of beauty, to the purchase of her 
own happiness alone ! — and then, even 
with the word on my lips, — all is in arms 
within me ! — my soul's long idol is again 
on its throne — a burning throne, which 
must, and shall, have its sacrifice. And 
thou, Berenice, if thou art aught of thy, 
father, thou wilt share his triumph — 
thou wilt be happy in thy deed ! — and 
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so, where is the evil ? — In the dream of 
fools/* 



" Oh, Hermione, 
As every present time doth boast itself 
Above a better, gone ; so must thy grave 
Give way to what's seen now !— " ShaKbpiare. 



Meanwhile the indeed innocent object 
of these strange meditations, had re-en- 
tered her convent-home, and all glowing 
and bright in the heart's pure animation 
of a holy rapture, had thrown herself 
upon the bosom of her beloved maternal 
friend. 

"Ah!" exclaimed she, while held in 
the venerable arms, " I am too happy ! — 
I have seen that Jerusalem, which my 
brave father assisted to win from sa- 
crilege — where my mother sleeps in a 
hallowed rest! — And I have seen the 



Digitized by Tooele 



k RECORD. 



201 



hero*king, who will 'guaird her tomb — 
so near the holiest spot on earth. — Oh, 
my best friend I In a few months I, too, 
shall pout forth my gfatitude there ! — 
I, the humblest, happiest handmaid wait- 
ing on that sacred sepulchre !" 

"My child," returned the Com- 
mandress, straining her with a pious re- 
signation to her maternal breast; — 
" Heaven has provided your filial piety 
other duties !" — and, with the word, 
raising her from her fond position, she 
took her aside to her private apartment j 
and thete gently unfolded to her, whom 
she might expect to see ere that evening 
closed j and that his purpose was to take 
her with him from the convent for ever, 
Berenice listened with amazement ; and 
a quick succession of immediately awa- 
kened filial feelings, and their thoughts, 
agitated her, at times, almost to faulting. 
But tears of a grateful joy at last gave 
k 5 
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freedom to her breathing, restrained, be- 
fore, by blissful wonder ; and she uttered 
her thankfulness, in language which the 
Commandress felt, ought to comfort her- 
self. 

For the delighted, sacred convictions, 
that she had indeed a parent living ; 
and that he was come ; and that she 
should look on him; and abide in his 
bosom } — were too simply present with 
Berenice's young, woe-unstricken heart, 
for her to find there even a perception 
of the consequences implied in the other 
part of the information; — that, in at- 
taining that one object of happiness, she 
must leave all the others she had loved 
from infancy; and go, she knew not 
whither ^- far away I 

The cavalier being again arrived, and 
wishing to see the Commandress, was 
whispered to her by a serving-sister, 
before she felt to herself she had half 



Digitized by 



A RECORD. 



203 



completed her communications to her 
beloved charge. But Berenice, quite 
happy, and bewildered by the surprise and 
suddenness of what she had first heard, 
hardly had been conscious to any thing 
that was further added ; nor did she even 
think of asking the name or quality of 
her father — subjects she had often wist- 
fully mused on ! — though the Com- 
mandress's grateful remarks on the mag- 
nificence of the jewels he had brought, in 
pledge of his future munificence, might 
have excited the question. Berenice 
looked at them without seeing them; 
for, just as the opened casket was 
placed before her, the serving-sister had 
entered, and whispered her mistress ; a 
glance from the eye of the daughter, 
enquired of her maternal friend, " Who 
had been announced ?" 

"It is your father," returned she, 
" and Jie awaits us in my private parlour." 
k 6 
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Berenice sprang from her seat. Her 
heart was already at the feet of her 
father — and she flew, conscious to 
nothing, till she was in the room of his 
presence ; and hardly even then, till she 
found herself raised in his arms from the 
ground, where she had indeed cast her- 
self before him ; — and felt herself 
clasped, for the first time, to the warm, 
sheltering bosom of a parent. The ful- 
ness of her joy was too much j and, with 
a faint, murmuring sob, she answered 
the blissful recognition she heard — " My 
daughter V 9 — and turning her face upon 
that bosom, swooned to momentary life- 
lessness. 

While she was recovering to perfect 
recollection, where the anxious care of 
the Commandress had placed her from 
the infectious agitation of her father's 
arms, she felt his hand yet clasping hers j 
it seemed to touch her heart j and gently 
drawing it towards her breast, she pressed 
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it there, with all a daughter V filial re- 
verence. Her father's eyes were rivetted 
on her re-animating face; while her's, 
half-opening, and closing again under 
their lucid drops, appeared even like 
stars struggling with some dewy cloud, 
which rather gemmed than dimmed their 
half-seen radiance. The Commandress, 
while anxiously removing her dear pupil's 
veil, to give her more air, saw indeed 
reason to pray for Heaven's calming 
power over all that too eloquent pathos 
in her loveliness, by strengthening the ten- 
der sensibility which gave it such soften- 
ing flow. — "Ah! Berenice," thought 
she, " this isjhy mother's heart i" 

What were her father's thoughts ? 

" How beautiful she is!" was the 
internal remark he made, while gazing on 
her with a serenity in his admiration, and 
a steadfastness of resolve, which surprised 
himself. Only a few minutes before, 
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and erp he had held her in his arms, and 
called her daughter! — it was not so: 
then his resolution almost wavered ; but 
now — how was it ? The answer might 
have been found, in the apprehensive 
conscience of a husband's heart ; which, 
though not acknowledging it to himself, 
had, at first sight of Berenice, made her 
seem to him even as the lovely phantom 
of another form. For, as she appeared 
to him through the shadowy screen of the 
intervening boughs, and then, at a greater 
distance, on the hill clif? a certain resem- 
blance in the ethereal movements of her 
figure, to the peculiar graces of his own 
lost Berenice, making him feel at once, 
this was her daughter! — the husband's 
fond memories, . in those moments, com- 
pleting the picture, could k not but con- 
secrate the child to all a father's tender- 
ness. 

But when in the Commandress's cham- 



Digitized by 



A RECORD. 



207 



ber, and he looked on the entirely uo- 
veiled face of his daughter ; the child he 
had just so convulsively held to his bosom, 
with every parental, every conjugal feel- 
ing, roused to tumults there ! When he 
saw her beautiful form, perfect in the 
untouched symmetry of a happy youth, 
extended on the couch -seat where her 
protectress had laid it; when that face 
he had just imprinted with a kiss which 
shot a dagger to his soul, was quite 
revealed to him; he marvelled at the 
instant change within him ; every tem- 
pestuous surge had sunk at once. He 
beheld a lovely woman ! — But where was 
the apparition, his soul felt to have seen on 
the mount ? Here were, indeed, all the 
kindling blooms of youth and innocence ; 
bright tresses, falling over features of 
matchless mould ; but, of how different 
a contour from her mother's ! — (Paula's 
anxious eye had marked they were his 
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own!) And then the luxuriant hair it- 
self, that partially shaded them ! During 
her trembling movements, it might have 
been deemed light rather than shadow! 
The long mantling ringlets of his own 
lost Berenice, had been black as night — 
night, round the fair moon, reflecting 
brightness ! But these golden tresses of 
her child, spreading over her bosom, 
under the last beam of the evening sun, 
might have almost been deemed part of 
his lingering rays ! 

Beauty was indeed here ; beauty, even 
more faultless than her mother's j but it 
did not now touch one responsive chord 
in her father's breast; for it no longer 
reminded him of her who had awakened 
the first, nay, it may be said, who had 
hushed the last, throb of real rapture in 
his heart ! — real, because it was guiltless ; 
and he felt that angels might have shared 
it But that hour and day were gone ; 
«1 
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and the sky was full of tempest that 
was to usher in his next dawn- of trans- 
port. " Be it so !" cried he, exultingly, 
within himself, "I now hold her who 
shall bring it me !" 

While this passed in his mind, his eye, 
meeting that of the Commandress, looked 
his proud satisfaction in the beauty of 
his daughter, but not a trace of any 
regretful memory of her who had given 
her life. 

" Has this mysterious being, a heart !" 
sighed the shuddering Paula to herself. 

Yes! and that heart was man's — 
various, ambitious, self-centered man! 
For even Berenice, the adored wife of 
his bosom, even while he clasped her 
most rapturously there, was not the 
passion of his soul. That fondness of 
her nature, which made him too truly as 
a god to her, had indeed been excited 
by his own resistless love ; and her sweet* 
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devoted tenderness, he received as his 
soul's balm. But it never could have 
placed a bond on him to live for her 
alone, one day, who would have sa- 
crificed the whole of her existence, to 
purchase him the happiness of a single 
moment ! In the first and full enjoyment 
of her gentle virtues, they had made him 
forget his nature ; they had given him 
to taste, what man might have been 
before the fall. But there was that 
within him, which could not rest He 
must seize, and struggle to subdue ; and 
hold in chains, of a proud, compelling 
vassalage, the beings he enjoyed to rule ; 
and woman's soft, submissive heart, was 
no sufficient throne for him ! — So had 
the wife found it, dearly as he loved 
her ; and so must the daughter meet the 
destiny in his character. 

Berenice lay in the agitated trance of 
her new happiness, while he thought 
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all this. But when she did open her 
eyes and looked up into his face, she 
could not read the absence of the father 
there, tears still blinding her; and her 
feelings being too full of a child's re- 
verence, in her joy, to allow her Hps 
to touch even the hand she was yet 
clasping to her heart, she cast herself 
off the chair to the ground ; and on her 
knees, embracing his, the first word* 
that broke faltering from her tongue, 
were — " Oh ! bless me — my father !" 

The cavalier, now indeed passed his 
hand over the rushing current on his 
brow. The accents were those of his 
dead Berenice ! and he had felt her kneel 
thus! But his pausing heart soon re- 
covered its tone ; and he bent towards 
her, with a sudden smiling illumination 
ovef his whole countenance, which, to 
the Commandress's eyes, seemed to re* 
store his fine features to all she had 
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formerly beheld there; to present him 
to her again, what she had seen him, 
even in that very chamber, eighteen 
years ago, when he supposed she came 
to tell him he was the father of a son ! 

The change then was fearful! The 
present, she hailed; and its brightness 
was not so fleeting as that in the hour 
she too well remembered. 

The cavalier raised his daughter; 
placed her on the seat beside him ; and, 
with the soft lawn of her veil, which lay 
near, wiping away the gliding drops from 
her cheeks, gently lifted the tear-wet 
ringlets from her forehead, and again 
gazed admiringly on her face. She 
felt that look of full, self-gratulatory sa- 
tisfaction in his child, as if she heard 
the blessing breathed over her she had 
sought. But, alas, Berenice ! it was 
not there. Thy father dared not bless 
thee! 
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Recent, as yesterday, seem to me, even 
now, the circumstances of that evening. 
The emotions of the first meeting having 
subsided, hour after hour passed blissfully 
to Berenice in the presence of her father ; 
who appeared never to be sated in dwell* 
ing on the graces and accomplishments 
of his newly-recognised daughter. 

Again and again he called on her to 
delight him with her exquisite touching 
of the lute, the lyre, and the harp. Ex- 
quisite indeed, for it was all done with 
the simplicity of a genius which hardly 
needed art to modulate the genuine taste 
of her ear and hand. The harp was the 
native instrument of Palestine ; and the 
strains she raised from it, something 
more than taste confined to thy songs, 
sweet Sionl The cavalier listened at- 
tentive, with a downcast, quivering eye- 
lid^ yet he did not desire them a second 
time. But when she took the Roman 
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the guileless, to be gay in their happiness ; 
and thus, I am glad to bid Berenice 
please her father in this, as in her other 
little accomplishments. 5 ' 

But now Berenice's friend Mildred 
was obliged to be summoned, to complete 
the proposed movement ; no dancing 
being there taught for display, none was 
ever done singly. She obeyed. Each 
held a lyre ; and each accompanied the 
expressive graces of their motions, with a 
responsive touch of their instruments. 
The evolutions of Mildred were fine ; 
perhaps, would have been finest, any 
where else than thus compared with 
Berenice. But Berenice moved like 
one to whom tuition never could have 
given such movements. She seemed 
no longer a creature of earth, but some 
aerial spirit floating through ether. The 
ground, she did not seem to touch ; but 
glided over it, with such graceful, nay, 
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eloquent expression in every action, that 
her father could no longer contain him- 
self. He rushed up to her, and catching 
her wildly in his arms, exclaimed, «« Yes, 
my daughter ! thou art a treasure to com- 
mand the world!" 

And, oh Berenice ! that was thy night 
of intoxicated enjoyment At that mo- 
ment, you felt, you commanded the 
world! Thy world! Thou wast held to 
an applauding father's heart, and the 
pure lips of a grateful, happy daughter, 
then pressed that father's cheek! The 
source of his tumultuous feelings, time 
was yet to unfold. 



* By a divine instinct, men's minds mistrust 
Ensuing danger; as, by proof, we see 
The water swell before a boisterous Btorm. 
But leave it all to God." 



' The morning's dawn of Berenice's de. 
parture, awoke her from a sweet sleep ; 

VOL. II. L 
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in which all the agitations of the prfe- 
ceding day, had been hushed to a sacred 
repose, after an earnest prayer before she 
slept, for a sense of measure in her joy ; 
a joy, which had so hurried her thoughts 
from all of her former self, that raptured 
expectation of seeing and sharing the 
home of this new-found, idolizing father, 
had even caused her to forget, in his pre- 
sence, the long-cherished hope, then so 
near the promised moment of fulfilment, 
of dedicating one year at least of her 
future life, to vigils which had been so 
solemnly invoked by the sainted dead, 
so fervently vowed by herself at her 
mother's tomb. 

" Yes, my mother ! " she repeated, 
while rising from her knees in the morn* 
ing, after orisons then equally devoted to 
both parents ; " when he brings me back 
from this hasty journey, that he says tve 

18 
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must take now ; then I shall obey thee, 
and he will weep at thy sepulchre with 
me!" 

Happy in the opening visions of her 
young heart, she turned from the little 
altar of her cell, towards the entering 
footsteps of the serving-sisters; who 
brought in, and left, a little caravan of 
vestments, just arrived from the cavalier 
for his daughter's travelling apparel, and 
now sent in by the Comman dress for her 
raiment in them. She raised the wicker 
that covered them, and each surprised her 
by $he novelty of its appearance. But 
these garments, so strange to her eye and 
use at first sight, proved, on examination, 
to be only of the common fashion of the 
east, as worn by women of rank there, 
whether Christian or Mahometan. The 
fabric, indeed, was of more than usual 
costly materials ; being Cashmere camlet, 
not less fine in texture than spotless in 
l 2 
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whiteness; with a caftan to cover all, of 
the brightest scarlet, and seemingly scat- 
tered over with a gold dust, so brilliant 
and light, that when her customary at- 
tendant, a little Syrian damsel, ap- 
proached to lift it, she almost expected 
to see the glittering shower fall to the 
ground. But when the girl found the 
shining material not only adhere, but also 
a part of the stuff itself, she laughed with 
childish pleasure, in her wondering admi- 
ration ; and then, as suddenly looking 
grave, with an air of no small consequence 
in her knowledge, declared, " it could be 
no other than some of the costly cloth 
of Baud/tins, she had often heard her 
father tell of, as coming from the farthest 
country in the world ! " 

"If so, perhaps I am going to that 
Country !" thought Berenice, recollecting 
that her father had not named to where he 
was taking her. But she did not spfeak 
16 
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the query, to the little talkative damsel ; 
only smiled, as in some reply to her com- 
munication. 

Another time, her youthful curiosity 
might have felt a similar gratification in 
viewing the splendid rarity j and in ques- 
tioning Sarai, of all she knew about where 
that country was, whence it . had come. 
But at the present moment, it was rather 
with a sort of inexplicable shrinking from 
the strange apparel, than inquisitiveness 
concerning its origin, that she saw the 
glittering vestment braced over her trans* 
parent cymar; and, while clasp after 
clasp were fastening it on, she instinc- 
tively turned her eyes towards the meek, 
shadowy grey of her novice habit, with 
its white cross, pure as the silver wings 
of the dove, upon its bosom; her only 
raiment for eighteen years ! It lay in a 
corner of the cell on the floor, where 
the Syrian had thrown it, on filling its 
l 3 
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place on a chair with the new garments 
from* the cavalier. 

Berenice fixed her gaze on it, with a 
feeling of one looking for the last time on 
a long iamiliar* aod therefore endeared 
companion. The little waiting damsel, 
meanwhile, continued her busy task ; fo# 
having frequently seen a married sister, 
with whom she sometime lived at Damas- 
cus, amy heuself in the gala dress of the 
country, for the often occurring festival* 
she found no difficulty new in properly 
disposing the novel ornaments, of her 
young and undeserving mistress. 

She gathered together her redundantly 
flowing tresses, and weaving them into 
dose plats, boiuad them under the rich 
cincture that was to* receive the coiling 
turban. The latter was to occupy the 
former station of the, simple linen veil 
audi olive wreath, on that fair brow. 
And* with all a woman's pride, — young as 
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the handmaid was^ to feel so^ in the 
beauty she was adorning, she wrapped the 
gorgeous shawi sent for the purpose, 
round the bright foarehead. 

Exultiggly she finished; and, again 
laughing with delight, snatched up the 
small mirror of a nun's toilet, scarcely a 
span wide* md put it into the hand of 
Berenice, to admire the beautiful meta- 
morphose she fcad made. But Berenice 
started at the strange apparition she pre- 
sented to her own eyes; exclaiming, 
*< Ah ! how like m infidel woman I 
look!" 

"No^no^" returned the damsel, clap- 
ping her hands, " Eke queen Esther, 
when she found favour in the sight of 
{king Ahasuerus l n 

Berenice rose, and put down the glass, 
without reply; but her heart answered, 
" May I, indeed, ever find favour in my 
father's sight ; and my dress, whether 
x 4 



Digitized by 



224 THE PILGRIMAGE OF BERENICE, 

cloth of gold, or sackcloth, shall be 
equally precious to me !" 

And thus reconciled to her new fashion, 
though sighing, she smiled her thanks to 
Sarai, for the pains she had taken in mak- 
ing her so — unlike herself! The maiden 
kissed her hand j and with a gush of tears, 
in her otherwise always , sportive eyes, 
kurryingly withdrew. 

Almost in the same moment, while Be- 
renice was wiping away the ready answer- 
ing drop, the Commandress entered. 
The now touched heart guessed her pur- 
pose; — to give her beloved pupil her part- 
ing admonition ; or rather, her tenderest 
farewell blessing, without other spectator j 
ere she led her thence, to take her affec- 
tionate leave of the convent sisters, then 
assembled in the refectory for that 
purpose. 

" I come, my child," cried she, folding 
her to her breast ; with a pang there, she 
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dared not utter, at sight of that dress, so 
full of the gorgeous world! — "I come, 
to hold thee for a few brief moments, 
where thou hast been cherished for so 
many years ! — here, on my heart ! — ere 
we part indeed, for our long, long sepa- 
ration !" 

"Oh, madam!" returned Berenice; 
the contagion of the venerable lady's 
sensibility suffusing her own bosom 
" Is it then to so very far a country, my, 
father takes me, that it must be long, very 
long, before he brings me back again ?" 

" Brings you back, Berenice! Alas, 
will the world ever permit you to see this 
holy spot again ? — You go to the world, 
and to your father's home. — But where 
that is, my child, I do not know. He has 
not, yet, told me even his name." 

The countenance of the Commandress, 
in uttering this, expressed what she did 
l 5 
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not mean to show*- the extreme dis- 
turbance of her mind at the still per- 
sisted mystery. Berenice's quick observ- 
ation took alana, and, in spite of heiself, 
feeling an apprehensive chill stealing 
through her vein^ without perhaps being 
quite aware of the full import of her own 
words, she faulted out : 
" But he is my father." 
** Were there doubt of that," returned 
the Commandress> 4 ^the world's force 
should not take thee from these walls ! 
I never can forget the 'identity of that 
nd>le port ; those features, now time- 
furrowed ; and that wondrous . smile, 
which shone on you last night. — Oh, I 
have often seen it bid your mother forget 
her sorrows, and she obeyed — because 
he willed it!" 

Berenice felt that smile, and all the 
filial happiness of the preceding evening, 
recalled to her in that single word j and, 
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smiling like it herself, her tears standing 
but as summer dew upon her cheeks, and 
fondly kissing the revered lips which had 
pronounced it, she exclaimed, — " So 
shall his will ever command the happiness 
. of his daughter J Conceal whatever he 
may, he is my father ) and that is suf- 
ficient for my trust, and my love." 

The Commandressf was rallied to her 
own confidence in the over-ruling pro- 
tection of a yet more efficient— an Al- 
mighty parent — by this reply. And, 
even while her assured spirit was breath- 
ing the spontaneous benediction of an 
almost prophetic blessing, on such true 
filial piety, Mildred entered the room, to 
say the cavalier was in the convent, and 
the travelling train at the gate. The 
venerable mother, and Berenice, at this 
announcement, by one impulse were 
locked in each other's arms; and the 
moment was not a brief one. 

l 6 
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In a few minutes afterwards, Bere- 
nice had passed into the refectory, and 
was surrounded by the companions of 
her childhood Tears, now, flowed co- 
piously from her eyes, — from all; em- 
braces, prayers, clung around her. Sa- 
lome's pale lips pressed her cheek, and 
she tremblingly whispered, 

" If you go eastward — and see Edessa 
—remember me ! there is one " 

Berenice's heart finished the uncom- 
pleted sentence, and she gently answered 
— "I will remember, that Alexis Po- 
ligne has yet a sister here !" 

Salome needed no more. She drew 
her thick veil over her face, and hurried 
to her cell. 

Berenice heard the door of the con- 
vent parlour, shut behind herself, after she 
had entered there, before she ceased to 
hear the loud sobs of the rest of her com- 
panions, echoing down the long passage 
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from the refectory. In the parlour, she 
found her father, seated with the Com- 
mandress; who had proceeded thither to 
hold a last discourse with him, during his 
daughter's parting with the objects of her 
earliest affections. 

He rose on her entrance; the same 
gracious countenance, immediately clear- 
ing away the stern gravity of brow with 
which he was listening to her protectress. 
But his observing eye, seemed scanning 
her from head to foot, till its usual lustre 
blazed to an effulgence, which, with 
something of the terrific uniting in its 
expression, so amazed and dazzled 
his child, that, unable to bear it long, 
she bent her lips to his hand; while 
her heart panted in her bosom, as if 
she were under the gaze of some super- 
natural being. The cavalier well under- 
stood the effect of his look, and he in- 
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wardly felicitated himself on the power it 
acknowledged. 

But, ere much could be spoken on 
either side, and Berenice's agitation 
made what she said hardly intelligible, 
Mildred, and the Baroness of Hardres, 
had glided into the room ; to take their 
leave of one so beloved, before she went 
forth, and met the full distress assembled 
to bewail her. 

Mildred had not words for utterance. 
But her heart beat its agonized farewell, 
against that of her most cherished friend. 
Berenice did speak j but so low, and tre- 
mulously, that only her friend heard her. 
" Mildred ! my elder aster, in this dear 
house! You are to be a nun. But, 
whithersoever I go, if God blesses me — . 
I shall die in your arms at last !" 

Mildred can never forget the thrill of 
her soul at that moment But it is yet in 
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the bosom of our God, in which arms, 
the one or other is to meet His summons ! 

The Baroness of Hardres loved Be- 
renice ; but not as the companions of 
her infancy loved her* Hence, she was 
able , to mix the world's courtesies to 
the father, with her parting adieus to his 
child. And, perhaps, the yearning anxiety 
within her, to be really satisfied by some* 
thing more than conjecture, of wko he 
was, who was bearing away from that 
roof the very lamp of all its cheerfulness j 
this idea might urge her to the hazardous 
reference, in the form of a vague compli- 
ment, which proved not less abortive of 
her aim, than dangerous to the peace of 
her who had awakened such interest. 
She took her, silently weeping, from the 
relinguishing embrace of Mildred; and, 
holding her tenderly in her arms, " Be* 
renice," said she, "at this moment of 
losing you, I Would yet congratulate you 
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on quitting even the dearest friends, for 
a noble father's care ! 

" Ah ! brave sir," continued she, turn- 
ing her own frank and noble countenance 
towards him, while his daughter's face 
leaned still on her bosom ; " it is the wife 
of Aucher of Hardres, whom this dear 
child has comforted through many dreary 
hours* divided from him. Receive, then, 
my husband's thanks with mine, for even 
the brief loan of such a treasure ! A 
brother soldier's thanks ! And, 1 feel, I 
need not doubt that a knight, with such a 
mien as Berenice's father's, must well 
know that most faithful ally of the Bouil- 
lon princes here in Palestine, the friend 
of their hero kinsman, Harold of Beau- 
fort, the flower of our British host !" 
While she was speaking, the features 
• of her auditor gradually darkened, to a 
haughty gloom ; but at the close, on her 
adverting to the princes, and the earl, 
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his very brow seemed to emit lightnings. 
A flash shot from his eyes — from her, to 
his daughter, and thence on her again, 
— as if he would consume both, for 
having dared to attempt penetrating by 
stratagem, what he had determined to 
conceal. 

But the innocent Berenice, unconscious 
almost of what had been said, saw not 
that look. The Baroness met it, and 
shuddered, as one grazed by a thunder- 
bolt No eye beheld it, that did not 
shudder too; and, instinctively, crossing 
ourselves, we put upV silent prayer for 
our devoted Berenice. 

The Baroness raised her, she knew not 
how, from her bosom, nor . what hurried 
farewell she murmured in her, ear. 

But the cavalier, having launched his 
indignation, was immediately present to 
himself again. He returned the lady of 
Hardres, a coldly dignified acknowledge- 
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ment for her kind sentiments towards 
his daughter ; and then taking the hand 
of Berenice, 

<c My child," said he, " your bearers 
are at the gate, -~ Kneel to your bene- 
factress, for her parting benison ! — and 
we must be gone." 

Berenice obeyed, with a kneeling heart, 
as well as limb. But in that hour, all 
was well nigh a vision to her. She only 
knew, that she heard those revered acv 
cents over her; that she was led from 
the room, where she was taken from the 
arms which had first received her into 
this world, by the supporting arm of him 
who had given her life* And the genial 
warmth of the paternal bosom, against 
which she then leaned, seemed to sustain 
her indeed from fainting, while passing 
along the cloister, crowded with the 
widows, and the orphans, whom her 
charitable cares had ministered to; whe- 
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ther in the shape of comfort to the sick, 
or pouring her awn pious spirit into the 
opening minds of the children. Their 
lamentations rung in her ears like a 
funeral knell, for she had heard such only 
over their dead and she found a too 
true evidence of the sincerity of their 
griefi as those nearest her caught the 
corners of the large veil and mantle,, with 
which her father had covered her Asiatic 
dress in quitting the parlour, and snatch- 
ing them to their Hps, and streaming 
eyes, wetted them with tears;, 

At the gate, the throng was even 
greater. The villagers of Saint Mary's, 
and their children, were there. And, 
just as she was lifted into her cuiiained 
vehicle, from their clinging arms, and 
pressing forward with their little offer- 
ings, she felt her hand touched by a 
bearded face. Her eye glanced down r 
and, under the hermit hood that looked 
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up to her in the act, she saw the. deeply- 
remembered countenance of the aged 
HadjS. 

" AHa guard thee I" whispered he, 
putting something into the hand he in- 
stantly relinquished j and, dropping his 
cowl again quite over his face, crawled 
away, unrecognised, amongst the weep- 
ing crowd. 

The cavalier, full of his own thoughts at 
this amazing general homage to his child, 
— - the homage of her goodness alone ! — * 
turned to those of the convent who had 
attended her to the gate^and, in a low 
voice, ordered that a dole from the funds 
he never would leave dry, should be. 
•liberally dispensed, to all without and all 
within, who thus loved his daughter and 
regretted her. But, though spoken for 
only . one ear, , Berenice heard the be-, 
neficent command, while oppressed with 
the variety of her emotions she had sunk 
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down on the silken cushions of her ve- 
hicle ; and now, her overflowing heart 
gratefully murmured to herself — " Bless 
thee, iriy father !" 

The cavalier closed the curtains round 
her j and pronouncing the word, " Pro- 
ceed," — the throng separated from be- 
fore the mules which bore the canopied 
machine that shut her from their sight ; 
but a wail arose, as if it were her hearse 
they saw ; and again Berenice trembled 
on her gorgeous bed within. 

The animals that carried her, moved 
lightly over the smooth sod j and swiftly, 
and sure-footed, down the craggy steeps 
of the hill ; but still the cries of weeping, 
and lamentation, seemed to follow her 
long in distinct familiar voices, till in- 
tervening distance mingled them into 
one r sound ; like the murmur of trees, 
or the beating of the surge upon the 
shore ; and, at last, gradually sunk them, 
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with the dying breeze, into total si- 
lence. 

Berenice's hand gently smote her 
bosom, while, in faint utterance, she 
exclaimed — " And so, dear Olivet, we 
are parted !" 



« ___ What is he, whose grief 
Bears such an emphasis ! — whose phrase of sorrow 
Conjures the wandering stars, and makes them stand 
Like wonder-wounded hearers?" 



The stillness which followed the mourn- 
ing from the Mount, had been to Be- 
renice like the extinction of a friend's 
last sigh; and, having called forth its 
answering ejaculation from her heart, 
she had sunk into tears j and then into 
a sleep, the consequence, and the balm, 
of exhausted nature. 
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It was within an hour of mid-day 
when she awoke. But where was she ? 
— Her father, who had dismounted from 
his horse, and approached the side of 
her vehicle, heard her stir; and, open- 
ing its curtain, told her the mules were 
halted at the pass of Adomnin ; where he 
had left his armed attendants to be ready 
to rejoin him j " such being a necessary 
guard through the always infamous valley 
pf Jericho/* 

At the name of that valley, which, 
though it might be terrible, could never 
sound in unison with an opprobrious 
epithet, to her ear, to whom the parable 
of the Samaritan had rendered it a scene 
of the most animating interest, she started 
from her tear-stained pillow; and, with 
all the enthusiasm of her quick sensibility 
to sublime as well as tender objects, 
promptly obeyed her father's request, 
that she would alight, to repose herself 
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during his inspection of the cavalcade* 
Almost without his assistance, she stepped 
down upon the rough soil of the pass ; not 
regarding its peril to her soft lightly- 
slippered feet, though the whole ground 
was covered with the loose fallen stones 
which continually broke from the beet- 
ling cliffs above. The huge overhanging 
rocks there, were tremendous ; appearing 
at some points to meet, but at a height 
so immense, that the main tower of an 
old Jewish fort, now in ruins, stood half 
way up the craggy side of the defile, and 
yet the precipice above seemed nothing 
lessened. 

The fort itself, presented a specimen of 
true Eastern abandonment. The great 
tower was actually grown into the body 
of the rock, against which it had been 
built ; and the entire surface being en- 
crusted with masses of moss, and stony 
excrescences, by the power of time, its 
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shape only, bore any show of its having 
been of other fabric. From the low 
square portal, stretched the crumbling 
traces of its rampart walls, down to the 
gorge of the pass, where they were met by 
one of its flanking towers; which formerly 
had been joined to an opposite bulwark 
of the same sort, by a pair of strong iron 
gates ; all, indeed, of the latter were gone, 
excepting the vestige of a huge staple in 
the remnant of wall which yet remained 
of the other totally demolished tower ; 
though still marking where the great ex- 
cluding barrier had been. 

Berenice looked up, and around her. 
— On the clear sky, peering through the 
giddy heights above ; — on the dark 
shadows of the incumbent rocks ; — on 
the yet abiding bulwarks of the brave of 
qther days : — the days of Israel's mar- 
tial glory! of David, and Saul, and 
Joshua! 

VOL. II. m 
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Her eye turned on her fatiherj who 
stoock examining her countenance while 
she thus gazed* with a wonder within 
him that made him question the evidence 
t>f his senses. w What i# it ?" said he 
to himself * " Had this been the son, I 
expected Berenice would give me under 
that convent roof, I might -have anticipat- 
ed that rocks, and towers, and desolation, 
and peril in prospect, would have dried 
the tears of his nursery regrets j — but, 
my daughter I standing, as if her soul 
were now at home — it is not to be com-^ 
prehended t— 

" Berenice !" said he, speaking aloud j 
when her brightened eye sought his, full 
of the sublime, the rapt perceptions, of 
iadeed her soul ; but, incapable of ut- 
tering them, she put her hand into his, 
outstretched to receive it j — " Berenice, 
what are you thinking of ?" — and hi* 
smile invited a frank reply.* 
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"I hardly know," was her blushing 
answer; "but I feel, my fatber," Said 
she, drawing dose to his side, and fondly 
clasping his arm between hers ;-"As 
if you were taking me to all the places 
in the world, that I could wish to see, to 
make me happy !" 

" And can seeing places, make you 
happy, Berenice ?" 

" Not any places ;" she replied : " but 
such as these. Such as I saw yesterday, 
from the Mount, where the great and 
good have trod before me; and their 
footsteps seem to have left a presence, 
that I see and feel." 

"And that is enough," rejoined he, 
" to soothe your female fears in a place 
like this ?" 

"Where, and what should I fear/ 1 
returned she, though more timidly, and 
again pressing the arm she leaned on; 
" who, fear, when my father is with me !" 
M 2 
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The cavalier at that moment seemed 
to have struck his foot against a large 
stone in the path, and suddenly dropping 
her hand, stooped, as if to move the 
impediment out of the way ; but, lifting 
it up r he cast it with a violence on the 
opposite cliff that shattered it to atoms.* 
Berenice was surprised to see, on his 
turning round, how this trifling annoy- 
ance bad disturbed the countenance of 
her father ; neither did he at all resume 
the discourse it had interrupted, but 
called to a woman, by the name of Rhodie, 
whom his daughter then perceived issuing 
from the portal of the old tower above. 

His summons was quickly answered, 
by this person hurrying down the pre- 
cipitous zigzag j and in a few minutes 
standing before him, bowing her half- 
teiled head to the ground. He instantly 
committed his daughter to her charge : — 
and Berenice, as immediately obeyed the 
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pointing of his finger, by following her 
future attendant up the same path she had 
descended. Fortunately, she found such 
a path no new thing; having been ac- 
customed to similar, in climbing the 
often deemed inaccessible pinnacles of 
her native mount, when, even while a 
laughing child, she left her less ad- 
venturous companions behind her, and, 
perched like some happy cherub amidst 
the clasping roots of the evergreen oaks 
on the summit, called aloud on the little 
cowards below, to come and look how 
far she could see ! — But how minor those 
heights, to what she now beheld around 
her ! 

Entered within the tower, her eye 
met a strange mixture of modern Eastern 
refinement, with all the wild abandon- 
ment of that ancient fortress. The rugged 
stone walls, in parts, dripped with oozing 
water from the earth-springs behind them; 
m 3 
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and in other places, were covered with a 
spontaneous growth of bushy verdure; 
while even the large limbs of trees pro- 
jected through the fissures, and hanging 
down from the roofless battlement, oc- 
cupied with their abundant foliage, the 
former stations where the banners, of 
Judea and of Rome had waved. The 
floor was a cleared surface of the native 
rock ; just what it had been of old timo, 
when the mailed heel of the warrior trod 
it, and his rest between the watches, 
was found on its hard bed. 

But now, on a rather raised shelving 
part, towards the farther end, Berenice 
saw that a rich carpet was spread, and 
embroidered cushions laid on it, as if for 
repose ; while a most splendid equipage 
for refreshment, shone on a tray before 
them, mingling the bright hues of gold 
and silver, with those of the blooming 
fruits each glittering vessel contained. 
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A silken canopy, stretched over all, and 
looped from branch to branch of the 
pendent trees, recalled to Berenice's re- 
collection, another temporary shelter of 
the same character. But how different 
this splendid little menzil, (for so the 
woman named it, while inviting her to- 
wards it 5) from that she had seen in the 
Moslem dell} where squalid poverty, 
stamped every national peculiarity, with 
the impression of loathsome discomfort. 
But this was altogether like a feast de- 
scribediin a fairy tale ; and its novelty de- 
lighted, even more than it surprised he*. 

While ascending to the fort, she had 
gladly discovered, in the respectful offers 
of Rhodie to assist her up the acclivity, 
that her present attendant could speak 
the common language of Palestine. Her 
first appearance had. not prdmised so 
much ; her complexion being not only 
of the darkest Asiatic hue, but the com- 
u 4t 
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mands of the cavalier were given to her 
in a mixed kind of Armenian dialect, 
hardly ever heard west of the Euphrates. 
Berenice's general study of languages, 
and fondness to discourse with pilgrims 
of all countries, particularly from the 
east, had made her sufficiently ac- 
quainted with the Armenian tongue, to 
understand it when spoken ; but not 
knowing enough, to speak it herself, she 
was much pleased to find it in her power 
to satisfy her wondering curiosity by 
questions about all she saw. And she 
was soon informed, that such desolate 
halting places, were those most likely 
to be found every where in the east, 
when out of the reach of convent be- 
nevolence, caravansary shelter, or the 
granted hospitality of an Arab tent. 

" And thus," said the woman, " my 
lord's servants spread his bread and his 
salt, and put water in his own vessels, 
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and lay his carpet for sleep, where the 
sun may not burn him at noon, nor the 
moon shed on him her dews at night; 
and the like we do for my lady his 
daughter!" 

Rhodie's head bowed low to the 
ground while she spoke, and pointed 
for Berenice to take her place on the 
cushions. But Berenice drew back, 
-'asking where her father was to sit? 
Rhodie replied, he would not partake 
her repast this time ; being without, pre- 
paring the rpen for accomplishing : the 
passage of the valley before the shadows 
of evening. For at those hours, the 
robbers from its mountain caverns, were 
most likely to take travellers by am- 
buscade. 

" But," continued she, " my lord, 
your father, would slay every man of 
them, ere they could touch the hem of 
your garment. His sword has made the 
m 5 
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grass wither, and his foot dried up the 
wells So, lady, repose in peace, and 
take comfort for the journey." 

Having finished speaking, she went 
aside; and taking a large crystal vase, 
filled with rose-water, poured some of 
its contents into an equally transparent 
basin ; and, approaching Berenice, who 
was then seated, held it to her to wash 
her hands. Berenice smilingly obeyed, 
and the refreshment was delightful. Her 
attendant next presented a towel of the 
finest linen, embroidered at the ends. 
That, too, was duly touched by the fair 
fingers of her master's daughter ; who, 
turning to the cool little banquet on its 
earpet boards supposed all these pro- 
bably customary ceremonies were over. 
But the unwearied Rhodie, though not 
immediately perceived, again hung over 
her, sprinkling her garments with the 
essence of the rose j while the young 
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novice herself, with her hands stretched 
over the fruits before her, was breathing 
an incense far more fragrant than any 
then wafting around her, the sweet in- 
cense of her refectory prayer, ere she 
tested their refreshing juice. 

When Berenice rose from her short 
repast, it was to meet the summoning 
voice of her father at the fort door. 
She hastened to give him her hand, to 
lead her down the declivity ; but he 
smiled, and put it back. 

f *No; — you are a daughter of the 
rock! and already have the mounting 
mind it needs, — Follow me. — Follow 
me, in spirit as in footstep, and whefc 
We travel this way again, thy tnentil* 
shall not be a rmtiS* 

Berenice Mi that hi$r presence 8iade 
all perfect to her; sftld her gkfice told 

* The efcstfera tetov for the spot of repose er refresh* 
mentv 

M 6 
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him so. He nodded his cognizance of 
that look, with one of answering fondness. 
But had the breast been opened, and its 
secret shown j — how strange that such 
fondness, could be preparing the seal he 
meditated to stamp on hers. 

He hurried rapidly down the steep, 
hardly regarding the regular path ; and 
she, with her feet now guarded by a 
slipper of better resistance to the rugged 
way, followed his careless track with the 
fleetness of a young deer. When at 
the bottom, he looked up, and perceiving 
the course she had taken, he rushed . 
back in some alarm ; and holding out 
his arms to her, she sprang into them 
from the brow of a crag, she was just 
going to descend in his own way. 

"Berenice, my child!" said he, "I 
did not mean thus to the letter !" 

" Ah, my father !" replied she, " It is 
so sweet to receive a command from a 
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fether — that, I think, I could even find 
death sweet — if you bade it, and by 
closing my eyes, I could obey you !" 

" You are safe, from that !" returned 
he, leading her towards her mules, (the 
only part of the travelling train, yet 
visible in the pass ;) " But if you do all, 
your father may wish you to do — in 
living for him ! — then thy obedience, 
will be to his head, a crown ! — and to 
his heart " 

He did not complete the sentence. — x 
But had she looked in his countenance, 
the blaze of his eye had pronounced it — 
" Vengeance !" 

pA trumpet blew from a cleft in the 
pass, and she heard the trampling of 
horses. " My people are coming forth," 
he hastily added ; and, placing her with- 
in the curtains of her former vehicle, 
fastened them as before ; and bade the 
mule-(Jrivers proceed. For some short 
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time she was carried forward with no- 
thing to excite her attention from the 
stillness of her situation, excepting the 
cradle-like swaying of the carriage itself ; 
and, now and then, the light beating 
away of the lesser stones in the path, by 
the hooft of the careful animals that bore 
her. But of a sudden, the mules stopped ;. 
and an indescribable sound, but most like 
the rush of wind amongst trees, seemed 
near her. She had scarcely noticed this 
to herself, when she heard the trumpet 
blow again; and instantly the full roll of 
the horses feet, as they swept up the de- 
file, sounded like advancing thunder; 
and the speed with which they ap- 
proached, appeared so rapid, and so close 
to her ear, that had she not been con- 
scious to their being led by her father, 
she would certainly have expected that 
her slighter equipage must now be rode 
down. But even at that veiy moment 
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of her thinking so, — his voice, in loud 
command, by one word — "halt!" — 
checked the whole troop. The horses 
stood firmly still ; but breathing indeed 
with a noise of respiration, proportioned 
to the extraordinary tension of strength 
to the muscles, with which they had so 
instantaneously, as if struck by a wizard's 
wand, obeyed the mandate. 

Berenice longed to look out. She had 
never seen an armed host ; nor even a 
full-armed warrior. And now she heard 
the clang of steel against steel ; not in- 
deed with the sort of sounds her fancy 
had well supposed must be those in mortal 
combat $ but of swords, and spears, and 
targets, striking against each other, in 
the accidental movements of the wearers 1 , 
while re-settling on their horses. The 
cavalier rode up to her vehicle j and, 
without iiaefespkig the curtain, hetoftf 
hep, they were now about entering the 
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formidable valley ; but she must be of 
good courage, and keep herself close; 
having better than his single arm to de- 
fend her ; a strong escort, both in front 
and rear. And, if she needed refresh- 
ment before he should stop again for 
breathing his troop, and that he hoped 
would not be, till they were got quite 
through the valley, she had only to tinkle a 
little bell which hung in the corner of her 
canopy, and Rhodie, who kept near on 
her chamor, would immediately attend. 

Without waiting for even his daughter's 
thanks, he had no sooner spoken this, 
than she heard the plunge of his horse, 
in bearing him off again ; and, in a few 
minutes more, his voice echoed again 
down the line — " Forward \" 

Then recommenced the clangor, be- 
fore and behind; the harness of the 
soldiers, rattling with a dinning violence, 
in the moment of starting on full march j 
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and the caverned earth, resounding from 
beneath, as if ready to open under the 
tread of the martial band. But the first 
few minutes over, the weapons, and those 
other parts of the armour of the men 
which had occasioned so much dissonant 
noise, seemed to fall into as good dis- 
cipline as the troop itself ; keeping a sort 
of regular time in their motions, with the 
measured pace of the horses ; and thus 
the sound of the tramp of the animals, 
with that from the movements of their 
riders, gradually assumed a monotony ; 
which might have insensibly lulled a hear- 
er, shut lip from seeing what passed, into 
the half unconsciousness of long reflec- 
tion, if not of sleeping repose. 

Berenice's spirit, quite awakened to 
the scenes around her, could not so very 
tranquilly pass hours of confinement in 
her silken cell; where, cooped like a 
young butterfly eager for the wing, she 
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longed to break her chrysalis, and fly, if 
it were possible, from cliff to cliff of the 
awfully sublime vale, through which she! 
was conscious to now making her sight- 
less journey. 

There were some she left behind her 
in the convent, who had shared her early 
wishes, one day to behold what she was 
now in the midst of, and did not see ! 
and they would not have been so scru- 
pulous as to lose the opportunity that 
offered, by the fair excuse, of seeking 
the required refreshment But she had 
too true a dignity of truth, to descend 
to subterfuge for any gratification. Be- 
sides, she did not question that her 
father had just reasons for keeping her 
so hidden ; for, was he not in every re- 
spect, under gome appearance of a secrecy 
equally powerful to that he had held before 
she joined him?—- Even the woman he 
had given to attend her, seemed to know 
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no more than that he was some great chief*. 
Such being all her husband would sdy; 
when he brought her from her own place 
in Armenian Courdistan, to await his 
new lord in the pass of Adommin. 

When Berenice heard this, it was not 
in reply to any question. — Rhodie had 
uttered it simply, in expressing her ho- 
mage to the presiding star, which had 
so suddenly brought her to the happy 
fortune of belonging to so incomparable 
a lady ! — and what more ! — so saith the 
adulation of the east. But the terms, 
were more of custom, than intended 
flattery however, either way, Berenice 
thought nothing about them, while re» 
dining within the close coverture of her 
tachtaraveene ; (for so Rhodie had taught 
her, to give the name of the coun- 
try to the vehicle that carried her ;) and 
observing with the eye of her mind 
at least, the objects it excluded, she 
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listened to every new sound that oc- 
curred; whether it were the bleat of the 
wild goat from the shelving precipices 
under which she was passing; or the 
screams of the vulture and other birds of 
the wilderness, seeking . their dead prey 
amongst the rocks ; or again, their louder 
disordered cries, when soaring away, af- 
frighted, from the yelling halloos of the 
fiercer order of men in the band ; who, 
not being allowed time to bring them 
down with their arms, took the next fero- 
cious pleasure — that of scaring with 
terror what they had not opportunity to 
destroy. 

Different, indeed, were these notes of 
nature, both of the inhabitants of the air, 
and of man that walks the earth, and 
to whom " dominion over all creatures 
was committed," from those she had been 
habituated to hear in her native mount. 
But there, the rock was clothed with the 
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olive, and the tender shrub ; and the 
sweet singing birds of peace, might nestle 
in their branches. There, also, man 
was more especially taught of Him, be- 
fore whom even a sparrow cannot fall to 
the ground without His notice ; and the 
whole balmy-tempered air, seemed breath- 
ed of that gentle mercy. 

But here, she was in the valley of 
Jericho ! A region of unverdured moun- 
tain crags, climbing to the clouds ; the 
fastness of the rebel, and the murderer, 
from time immemorial! And could it 
surprise her, that no other winged crea- 
ture than the carrion hawk, the gier-eagle, 
and the vulture, should take up their 
abode there ;.or, that the very sav^geness 
of the scene, should inspire the hideous 
outcries she heard from her , father's 
guards. His guards ! She shuddered at 
the thought of such protection. But, 
whatever they might be, her father's do- 
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minion was over them, and she felt her- 
self safe as within her convent walls. 

Towards the fourth hour of the journey 
from the entrance of the valley, when 
there might be about as much more of it 
to travel, the horses became exceeding 
faint for drink ; and, an accident having 
happened, by the bursting of the skins 
which carried the necessary element, the 
cavalier deemed it prudent to venture 
turning a little out of the direct road, to 
seek some pools of water, which he knew 
must be within a mile or two of the spot 
wfcere he had been apprised of the want. 
They were to be found amongst the ruins 
of one of the ancient aqueducts, which 
formerly traversed the valley in different 
quarters j and the arches of the old 
building, protected the remnants of its 
once overflowing waters, from the ex- 
haling influence of the sun. Thither, 
therefore, the band followed their kard. 
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When arrived at the spot} and the 
men had led their animal* round a bend 
in the defile to the ruins of the great re- 
servoir, the cavalier again drew to the 
side of his daughter's vehicle ; and ac- 
quainting her with the cause of the delay, 
told her, she must alight also, for the re- 
freshment of her mules, and face the 
horrors of the place ; which, he added, 
notwithstanding her boasted heroism, he 
had wished to spare her. 

Berenice had boasted no heroism j nor 
did she observe the bitter sarcasm, which 
her mother (now at peace !) might have 
found, as too familiar, in the voice that said 
it. She was full of too eager a delight 
at being invited out, and to look around 
her, to hear aught else in those words* 
Her hand was instantly in her father's, to 
assist her in springing from her little 
prison. 

" There is a cave above, yonder," said 
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he, "where Rhodie is spreading your 
menzil. The way up, though shorter, is 
worse than that to the old fort j for there 
never has been a path here j so, . I must 
help you over it. Come, lean on me-— 
Comer 

At the second come ! Berenice started 
from the gaze, with which she had stood 
rooted to the spot, and now did as she 
was commanded j but, while hastily as- 
cending the rock, she almost immediately 
looked back again to the stupendous 
scene which had so transfixed her j and, 
in the act, stumbled and fell. Her father, 
by having hold of her arm, prevented 
greater mischief ; but with much of a 
chafed impatience in his tone, he re- 
quested her to measure her boldness to 
her strength ! 

Since Berenice had breathed the breath 
of life, never before had she heard such 
a tone addressed to her. But a tone of 
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unkindness needs no interpreter; it 
speaks every language, direct to the 
heart; is understood at once; and, 
piercingly, Berenice felt it. Obeying, 
indeed, the impulse of her father's arm 
in raising her from the crag over which 
she had fallen, but yet remaining on her 
own knees, and clinging to his, while he 
still held her in drawing her from the 
ground, she looked up in his face, and 
saw it was irritated and frowning. 

" Oh !" cried she, in a voice where all 
her tender, imploring soul spoke, " my 
father, pardon me ! I have offended you ■!•* 
And with the last sentence, her face, too 
conscious of its distress, dropped upon 
the knee she clasped* 

His heart was smote. Yes; the pa- 
rent's heart, was then smote. For a 
moment, he abhorred himself, for such 
ever-returning, remorseless harshness to 
female love and softness, whenever it 

VOL. II. N 
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came under his power; and lifting her 
from her knees, with a melting tenderness, 
of which his nature was fully as capable 
as of the sternest severity, he folded her 
to his bosom. 

" Berenice/ 5 said he, " thy father has 
vipers here ! They sting him, like traitors, 
at times he least thinks of I Therefore, to 
my child shall I say it ?— Pardon ! — when 
the venom may chance to touch thee." 

This from her father ! the lofty-miened 
cavalier, before whom her protectress had 
trembled \ the brave, the noble ; for so, 
with all his mystery, he had announced 
himself to be! This appeal to his 
daughter j this revealment, now to her, 
that he had some bitter hidden griefs ; 
and, above all, the tone and manner, with 
which it was made, seemed to his child, 
to melt her soul into his, and happy even in 
her sorrow, she falteringly murmured : — 

« Oh, my father ! do but love me, 
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and let me comfort thee ; and Berenice 
will be blest as one in heaven !" 

" Chile! ! child!" cried he, his fine 
countenance visited by many long 
estranged emotions; "thou wilt trans- 
form me!" 1 

"No, no!" returned she, not for a 
thousand worlds, would I have my be- 
loved father other, than he is to me J" 
* "We must settle that hereafter, — 
bold one !" cried he, now with a smile, 
and striving to recover himself while 
hurrying her up the steep ; but he did 
not find it quite so easy to stifle the pa- 
rent, as the husband j and, holding her 
still close to his bosom in their "ascent, 
when they arrived at the mouth of the 
cave, he turned her round, and added, 
" Now view the scene, if you wish; and 
tell me what you think of it ?" 

She looked as he directed, and was 
N 2 
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speechless; but he read the answer to 
his question, m the mute wonder of her 
eyes. Cliffs on cliffs were before her; 
mountain over mountain, as if they were 
scaling the very skies j for clouds rested 
on their summits j nay, not only on their 
summits, but seemed rolling, a measure- 
less space beneath them, to the lower 
cliffs ; and at the top of one of the craggy 
pinnacles, in this second range of heights, 
something moved, and glittered. 
c " What is that you see yonder ?" en- 
quired her father, grasping her fast, while 
he pointed to the animated speck, at so 
dizzy an elevation. 

" A bird/* she answered ; " perhaps a 
golden eagle, by the brightness of the 
wing!" 

" It is a man," returned he j ft one of 
the native robbers of these wilds j and he 
holds a naked scimitar." 

"God defend us! M cried Berenice, 
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suddenly shrinking, as if even into her 
protector's heart* 

" What ! from a single man ? — tod at 
such a distance?" exclaimed he; "my 
little coward, at last !" 

"Oh, my father; from every thing, 
may he defend us I" cried she, now* 
shudderingly, turning from the sight; 
and the cavalier following the quick inu 
pulse of her arm, silently led her into the 
cave, while he gloomily said within him- 
self, " She is right ! It is from a single 
man, she may most need such defence; 
i£ indeed, the Omnipotent, deigns re- 
gard to the puling antipathies of pre- 
judice !" 

He seated her on the cushions already 
disposed by the alacrity of her careful 
attendant ; and then left her, to hasten 
the mounting of his troop. Berenice 
tbok no long time in refreshing her* 
self; but she was glad to find leisure 

N 9 
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enough for rallying, her mind from the 
shock it had received, on beholding, for 
the first time, a human being, though 
even at so inaccessible a distance, whom 
she knew to be an actually reprobated 
man ! — A creature, self-abandoned to 
lawless guilt \ and, therefore, to per- 
dition ! This it was, that had shuddered 
her pure spirit ; not the panic apprehen* 
sion of my female fear. . 
* Rhodie's national vivacity, which seized 
every opportunity for speech, assisted, the 
recovery of Berenice to her former un- 
alloyed feelings in the contemplation of 
the wild mountain region around, her, 
by making a rapid, and Asiatically pic- 
turesque comparison, between the scenes 
before them, and the tremendous peaks 
and gulfs of her native . Courdistan. 
While she wept and laughed, during her 
parallel, she drew Berenice again to the 
mouth of the cave, pointing out the fea* 
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tures of resemblance, or dissimilarity j 
and, in each marking description, Be- 
renice was made to distinguish the dif- 
ferent parts, of the awful whole which 
had so overwhelmed her faculties, till 
they had been centered in the more terrific 
horror, of beholding man as he became 
the direst ruin in the world. 

Now that blot against the fair sky was 
gone~i and Berenice gazed with an ex- 
panding soul, on heights, and depths j 
down dark abyss-like ravines, and aloft 
the mountain's towering pinnacles, flooded 
with light; till entirely absorbed in the 
one intensity of her sublime conceptions, 
she inwardly exclaimed : — " O, Father ! 
whither shall man go from thy spirit j 
or whither shall he go from thy presence ? 
— If he climb up to the heavens, thou 
art there! If he go down to the utter- 
most parts of the earth, thou are there 
n 4 
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also ! In heighth, and in depth, thy 
hand shall lead him ; and thy right hand 
shall hold him!" 

Rhodie was thinking more of her own 
little mountain aerie in Courdistan, during 
all this, than of attending to her com- 
manded duty, of preserving the person 
of her lady sacred from all strangers* 
(eyes j particularly those of the different 
rude mercenaries, her husband might 
occasionally be obliged to hire, to add 
their security to his lord's escort: — and 
she was only recalled to a sense of her 
present negligence, by the sudden shout 
of a savage admiration, which burst on her 
ear from the bottom of the steep, imme- 
diately below where she and her charge 
were standing. She looked down, and 
beheld about half a dozen of the wildest 
of these barbarian supernumeraries, not 
yet mounted, but armed at all points in 
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the rugged harness of their tribe, gazing 
upwards. 

That their eyes were fixed on her 
master's daughter, she did not doubt; 
and so it was. Berenice having gone 
forth almost unconsciously, was without 
her veiling mantle; and her matchless 
beauty, added to the richness of her 
dress, might well astonish the senses of 
men unaccustomed to either, when pre- 
sented so unexpectedly to their sight- 
But in the next instant, comprehending 
who she must be, whom they were thus 
presuming to profane by looking at, they 
threw themselves at once prostrate on 
the earth, with their faces buried in the 
dust. Meanwhile Rhodie, even more in 
dread than themselves of the conse- 
quence of such unintended sacrilege, 
drew her lady back into the cave ; and 
struck as it were suddenly dumb, si- 
lently and hastily disposed Berenice's 
n 5 
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veil, ready for the sudimons of her 
father. 

But when the poor culprit really heard 
his steps ascending, she ran from the 
wicker, into which she was repacking the 
travelling furniture, and with clasped 
hands implored Berenice " not to notice 
to the chief, that her face had been seen 
of the men! For," added she, "though 
ttiy lord would not bow himself down, to 
look on his handmaid, to reprove her, 
Orodes, my husband, would punish j and 
I should be stricken on the eyes, and be 
banished my lady's presence !" 
' The woman's tears, bore evidence to 
the sincerity 1 of her apprehensions ; and 
Berenice, with a new shock at the fierce- 
ness of the people, even' closest' to her 
beloved father's person, was the more 
earnest in assuring her petitioner, that 
no information should be volunteered by 
her, that could ever implicate her safety 
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with her husband. Rhodie had scarcely 
expressed her thanks, with the fervour of 
her country, kneeling, and kissing the 
hem of her mistress's garment, before 
the cavalier's head was descried, by his 
daughter, just rising the steep, to the 
level of the cave. 

In the next minute he entered it. — 
Speed was in his looks, but not alarm. 
Yet he had found it might be necessary 
to get his train out of the defile, ere the 
bandit, he had discerned on the ' peak, 
could possibly [station an ambush in his 
way. Hence it was not prudent to allow 
any time for ceremony, with respect to 
the moment in which his daughter should 
resume her vehicle, but she must imme- 
diately be led to it, although the ground 
was yet full of his remounting guards. 

Berenice hastened to obey j though 
now, indeed, shrinking into herself at 
thought of the gaze of so many lawless 
n 6 
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eyes. But while descending the rock 
leaning on the arm of her father, she 
gladly recollected .she was now too closely 
concealed under her large thick veil, 
covering her from head to foot, to be 
distinguished from her attendant, Rhodie; 
who, wrapped in the same sort of mantle, 
was hurrying down the clifE directly be- 
hind her. 

Berenice, however, did not then risk 
a second stumble from the revered arm 
she held, by venturing a glance beyond 
the verge of her footsteps. For, though 
veiled, she might have looked around 
her; there being openings in that pe- 
culiar garment of the east, which permits 
sight to the wearer. But on arriving at 
the side of her mules, while she stood 
only one half second during the cava- 
lier's unlpoping the curtain of the vehicle 
for her admission, her eye had taken in 
the whole strange and warlike scene. The 
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troop, in two bands j her vehicle between 
the divisions^ part, armed as she had 
seen in pictured soldiers of the crusade, 
with corselet, helmet, and the red cross 
pennon at their lances. These were the 
men, whose managed steeds in full 
charge, had obeyed the one word of the 
cavalier, as if arrested by the touch of a 
spring. The other horsemen were of the 
mercenary tribes from the neighbouring 
valleys ; who, if not hired to be pro- 
tectors, would most probably have issued 
forth as robbers. Only some of these 
were mounted, the greater number being 
on foot; but all were dark, bearded, 
ruffian-like men j arrayed in every variety 
of barbarian defence, and with weapons 
of all countries, from the short poniard- 
knife, to the long spear, and heavy battle- 
axe. 

While turning from this rapid glance, 
to.be placed within her little ark, she 
felt the refuge of its security, from even 
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the contemplation of so appalling a race j 
and, while her father was fastening up its 
entrance on her, she thought to herself 
"Surely, of like aspect to these men^ 
must have been those amongst whom the 
poor traveller to Jericho fell, and was 
stripped by them, and robbed, and 
wounded unto death ! Ah !" added she, 
" the Christian must come to behold this 
mountain world of desolation, and the 
men who haunt it, to feel the full power 
of the Samaritan's charity, to that lonely 
traveller ! — - to understand, that the vale 
of Jericho is not merely a place of sub- 
limity, and sacred recollections, but of 
yet abiding horrors ! — making, indeed, 
the evil of man, bear a good he wills not j 
even showing witnesses, if need were, of 
the verity of that book which told of 
such things, eleven hundred years ago !" 

The voice of her father again rung from 
rank to rank, and the train proceeded. 
1 * But in spite of the cavalier's unceasing 
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exertions to pass the whole of this for- 
midable valley, ere the shadows ftf even- 
ing, could render its objects indistinct, 
the sun had been half an hour sunk, 
before his troop had quite cleared the last 
precipice pointing to Jericho. For it had 
been along such paths, and of the most 
imminent peril from every possible cir- 
cumstance that could render such roads 
difficult, that Berenice's mules had to 
accomplish this half of their mountain 
duty. Twice, her father had approached 
her, vehicle, during these last four hours, 
and warned her to keep close and still ; 
for the smallest stir on her part,* if in 
some parts of the road, might disconcert 
her. mules, and thence endanger her life. 
Berenice, after this, did not require sight, 
to show her the perilous tracks she was 
travelling. Her ear told her, by the echo 
of her mules feet, and other sounds from 
the bands in front and rear, whether her 



Digitized by 



f8Q THE PILGRIMAGE OF BERENICE, 

vehicle were descending the hollow of 
some deep abyss; or taking its course 
along the narrow shelving path of a pre* 
cipice, pressed by a wall of perpendicular 
rock, fathoms high, on one side ; and, on 
the other, by a gulf, fathoms deep, in 
blackening darkness. 

From all this, therefore, Berenice was 
as gladly thankful to depart, as she had 
been rapturously delighted on entering 
it; when her father, for the last time 
that evening, approached her vehicle, 
and opening it, told her she might alight, 
and take rest till morning, for she had 
passed the valley of Jericho ! 



" What, with this star-like nobleness ! — I am rapt, 
And cannot cover such a monstrous bulk 
Of direful vision, with any form of words. — 



But it is not to take you the literal 
pilgrimage of Berenice, from this land or 
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the other; to lead you, with a travel- 
ler's accuracy, from city to cityj from 
country to country; that this record is 
made. It is the pilgrimage of her life, 
I am to tell ; from^ event to event, from 
crisis to crisis, of the leading circum- 
stances which stamped its destiny for 
weal or woe. 

Hence I shall not expatiate, in detail, 
on the innocent pleasure, nay more, the 
animated interest, with which, in full 
faith that whithersoever her only parent 
were conducting her, it was to a home 
of happiness with him, she followed his 
steps through regions, of which she had 
never heard the name; or passed, in 
sight of others, precious to record, and to 
the heart. For may not the place where 
a man's "honour hath dwelt," be re- 
garded, in after time, even as a part of 
himself? something like the body, which 
once held the great, the glorious soul — 
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the actual living being ! and which mortal 
tenement, though laid in the dust, still* 
even by the very tradition that there it lies* 
shows some monument to his memory 1 

Days and nights were thus passed by 
Berenice, in her long, long journey. 
Sometimes, when the weather was par- 
ticularly pleasant, and the scene more 
than usually remote from observation, 
she rode a beautiful animal, called the 
aton ; of the ass species, but for its grace 
of form and rarity, reserved for the pur- 
chase of persons 'of quality alone. - It was 
docile, and spirited j and Berenice enjoyed 
the freedom, and exhilaration, that mode 
of travel occasionally afforded her. But 
most often she was confined, to her 
tachtaraveene ; reclining, with . the cur- 
tains closed, or in part thrown open,, ac- 
cordingly as the points of the roadjnvited 
her attention, or required seclusion. 

Thus, having spent the first night of 
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her travels, in a little village at the 
northern extremity of the terrific valley ; 
and set forth again next morning, after 
the wilder companies of their escort were 
dismissed, she looked aside, from under 
her opened canopy, on the silent, long- 
extending ruins of the city of Jericho's 
self j lying, in vast mounded heaps, like 
the common graves of some mighty bat- 
tle field. And silent as those ruins them, 
selves, she moved on j hearing no sound 
disturbing the stillness, save the light 
patter of the humble order of animals, 
which bore her over that way j where once 
the armies of princes had marched, and 
blew their trumpets, and the walls of the 
city fell with a great noise ! 

Then eastward, and northward, and 
southward, lay the great vale of its name j 
stretched, one way, to the sea of Gen- 
nesareth ; in the other, to that of 
Gomorrah j in the center flowed Jor- 
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dan ; and the plain of Gilgal led to it 
Berenice was allowed by her father to 
walk out upon that sacred plain. She 
was permitted to gather dates from the 
palms, that grew there; to fill a little 
cruise, with some of the balm, etfer dis- 
tilling From its abundant groves of bal- 
samic trees, and which emitted an aromatic 
air, deemed salubrious to aU who breathed 
it. The sun was setting, when she look- 
ed back on the ruins of Jericho ; and its 
glory rested yet on the solitary plain of 
Gilgal. 

But it was in declining from the wide 
level of the great vale of the Jordan j 
which may be said to extend from the 
mountains of Jerusalem and Jericho, 
westward, and from the mountains • of 
the Arabian desert, eastward; that, while 
gently descending into the wooded region 
of the immediate banks of the river itself^ 
Berenice became wholly absorbed in that 
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fixed, but serene contemplation of the 
beautiful and august around her, which 
soothes, while it delights and elevates the 
souL 

The thickets through which she jour- 
neyed for nearly an hour, opened into 
glades, or traversed each other, in every 
romantic form. Green with the richest 
foliage, and varied with blossoms of every 
hue and fragrance, from the silver plane, 
to the golden glow of the chesnut j from 
the scarlet pomegranate, to the snow- 
white thorns, which bear fruit and flowers. 
But the shades of evening, were drawing 
their blending shadows over all j and the 
imperceptibly descending dews, hung on 
every leaf, twinkling their little orbs to 
the just emerging stars. The melodious 
tsippor began their twilight song. The 
nightingales of Persian groves, could not 
be more sweet ; the turtles of her own 
Olivet, had never been more tender i — 
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Berenice whispered to her heart, "Can 
this be the wilderness of Judea? Oh, 
sweet land of promise, how lovely are 
thy borders !" . s 

And then she remembered, that a wil- 
derness need not be a desert. The one 
being nature, left to its own uncultured, 
unrestrained luxuriance ; the other being 
nature uncultivated, [sterile and deso- 
late. * : - ' • • - 

" It was night when she passed the Jor- 
dan : a fine moonlight night. The river 
was then low, but, as usual, rapid in its 
current ; and the float, which was to 
carry her light vehicle, with herselft and 
her father across, took them down the 
stream, much to the southward of the 
spot where they had embarked. The 
cavalier stood, leaning against the side of 
her canopy, during the whole of their 
brief voyage. There was a, repose, a 
heavenly repose on every object, above 
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and below j that made her wish, so to 
glide down the stream of time with him 
for ever ; and in a low voice, as if she 
feared to disturb the sleeping shadows 
around her, she remarked to him on the 
mild splendour of the night; on the solemn 
expanse of plain, stretched beneath its 
starry concave ; on the awful, yet beauti- 
ful stillness of the river's banks ; but 
more than all, on the equally peaceful 
and exquisite happiness she felt, in know- 
ing she was then floating on that sacred 
flood, where all that was most precious 
to memory, had passed, and repassed, often 
and often ! And that it should be with 
her father, was the circumstance that 
made, what otherwise would only have 
been pleasant, happiness to her !" 

" It is a holy place !" cried she, in her 
tenderest voice ; " and— oh, my father, 
bless me ! — Bless me here, my father !" 
— - and her arms were fondly stretched to 
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his neck/** Never, yet, has your daughter 
received that treasure from your sacred 
lips r 

The cavalier was more than surprised, 
he was astounded by this filial petition, 
so earnestly, so persuasively made ; but 
most at the repugnance he again felt, to 
utter the simple words she requested. 
He did, however, attempt it; but the 
attempt almost choked him. There was 
a something within him, that held a curb 
in his mouth; and drops stood on his 
brow, very different from those which now 
glittered on her cheek. 

"What!" said he, within himself; "is 
my soul in league with my enemies ? — 
But it shall not be !" And bending his 
head to his daughter, he kissed her spot- 
less forehead with his burning lips. 

"Berenice," said he, "I reserve my 
blessing, to one great crisis of your fate 
and mine. It is near at hand. If you 
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obey me, then, and ask it of me, you shall 
have it!" 

In the moment of pronouncing the 
word shall, with the determined emphasis 
of the promise he intended, he looked 
again on her face — and thought it ap- 
peared with the hue of death ; her eyes, 
too, were closed. u Berenice/' cried he, 
starting her from the cushion on which 
she had dropt in awful wonder at her 
father's reply. 

> "My father ?" she answered; and, 
without further utterance, pressed his 
hand to her lips and heart; more elo- 
quently than words, declaring the vow of 
obedience breathing there. 



During the remainder of their journey, 
ere they approached the mountains of 
Arabia, towards which the cavalier at 
last informed his daughter he was direct* 

voju n. o 
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ing their course, the ' magnificent high 
lands of Gilead were seen afar; ofl; for 
many days, on their left. The loftiest 
range, cresting in the sky, and clothed 
with forest; the lower, bosomed with 
vineyards; and below, spread the rich 
pastures, where the lowing herds of 
Bashan once' grazed; where the sons 
of Israel fed their father's flocks, when 
he crossed the brook of Peniel in "two 
bands !" 

- Onward still, and without accident, 
went the light train of the jpavalier, by 
night and by day. For he had long dis- 
missed his military troop, to meet him at 
a certain appointed spot, further in his 
journey. The common mercenaries of 
the country were deemed sufficient guards 
in the open tracts he was now to tread, 
before he reached the barrier mountains 
between these fertile plains and the 
.Sterile passes to the Arabian desert 
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-a Till nearly approached the borders of 
those hilte, rest and refreshment had been 
'•found for Berenice in villages ; or, where 
they were not, under the canopy of 
'beautiful groves, amongst the wild wood- 
ed solitudes of nature ; or beneath .the 
grottoed side of some natural fountain 
shaded with palm trees ; where Rhodie 
would spread the mossy grass with her 
"glittering canisters; filling them with 
fruits, cooled in the limpid spring ; from 
which she also drew the gratefulbeverage 
sparkling in the cups. 

But, on farther progress, the verdure 
became scant, the earth assumed an arid 
rigidity. No trees were visibly save at 
vast distances ; and the cavalier told his 
daughter, she was now going to taste a 
little of Arabia; but not, yet* Arabia 
Feli x ] * . r - ■ , 

- The biuren mountains before Tier, tovf- 
,ered naked, stony, and glaring, into the 
o 2 
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burning sky. In parts, showing peaks of 
an intolerable whiteness ; in others, pile 
rose over pile, lurid and red, as if fire 
smouldered within; while beyotid, the 
grey-streaked rocks; uniting with the 
Munched cliffs above, appeared as if al- 
ready consumed to cinder* 

Through these was to he her path! 
Berenice still felt no dread of where she. 
Was going. This might be the border of 
Arabia Deserta ! But there was an Ara- 
bia Felix beyond it! Her father had 
pronounced the, word! A land of the 
shepherd, the pasture, and the flock; of 
frankincense, and the myrrh groves ; such 
a l^pd $s the Baroness de Hardres had 
described, as tying beyond those moun- 
tains { And she knew she could not 
jeacb the one without passing through 
the others* Beside, in entering these 
ajterile IractSk she was going to behold 
thpse very wil^s of Hagar and Ishmael, 
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she had so often most ardently, and hope- 
lessly wished to see near, when descried 
from afar, like fleecy clouds on the hori- 
zon, from her walks on Olivet. She,, 
therefore, begged to have the curtain of 
her vehicle undrawn, and gave herself up 
to the full delight of seeing that she was 
then actually in Arabia. 

She saw camels crossing the wide unob-* 
structed plain, at different distances from 
her/ Some, with bales of merchandize 
heaped on their backs ; others with wo- 
men and children seated on them, wrap- 
ped so thickly in their large woollen 
chadres, as to appear almost like bales of 
goods themselves. The men, in loose 
blanket garments, of the same fabric, 
with huge staffs or spears in their hands, 
walked by the side of each camel $ rather 
seeming the companions than the drivers 
of this noble domestic animal of the de» 
sell ; which knelt down for its load, rose 
08 
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and moved on again, with- a mild' majesty* 
in its ■ w docility, " that certainly com- 
manded the respect, while its usefulness , 
engaged the love of its simple masters. 

Farther' off, almost' on the verge of the 
horizon to the left, she perceived one of 
the transitory encampments of the Arabs; 
a throng of black tents, studding the yel- 
low plain in that quarter. She pointed 
them out to her father ; asking some 
questions concerning them. He told "her 
they were probably of some marauding* 
band, from the disposition of their lines ; * 
but it was neither with them, nor such as 
them, with whom he would seek her that 
night's menzil. The one he intended to. 
occupy, lay in the gorge of an old pass of 
the hills to the right A spot he expected 
to have wholly to himself ; being the re- 
ifaains of a caravansary, which, lying much 
out of the present most frequented track, < 
Had been long deserted. Thither he had 2 
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dispatched Orodes and his wife, to pre- 
pare the lodging. . . ^ 
; But when the ipauv with their requisite 
attendants, reached the place, they did 
not find it solitary; The Sheik of a small 
tribe had taken up his residence there ; 
and the people of another traveller he had 
just received, were leading a considerable 
number of horses to manger, in the centre 
of, the court; a spot always appropriated 
in caravansaries for that purpose. These 
inns of the multitudinous east, being 
totally; unlike those of this little western 
isle, I shall pause a moment to describe 
them. They consist of a large quadran- 
gular, building; something indeed .like 
the internal appearance of our . cloisters j 
but with high walls, and towers at the 
jangles for defence. The gate, too, is un- 
der an embattled porch, within the four 
walls ; and built against them, are usually 

r. O 4 
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two ranges of cell-like apartments, one 
over the other, vaulted at top, but open in 
jfroft t to the centre court, or quadrangle; 
;whieh, from the nature of the building, 
#nd its extent, can have no roof but the 
canopy of heaven. In the middle of that 
square, a sort of low pillar stands, round 
which the cattle of the occupiers are fod- 
dered, and the goods of travelling mer- 
chants disposed. When these caravan- 
paries are in frequented use, they are 
Usually in charge of persons appointed by 
die power most in command of the dis- 
trict; and then they are well provided 
with provisions for purchase, and regu- 
larly closed at night. But when for- 
saken, like this of the pass of Chical, they 
present nothing but naked walls, and a 
free entrance to any roamer of the desert j 
at least, while they are vacant j but pos- 
session of any place or thing, within the 
unconquered borders of these indepen- 
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dent sons of the waste, made it their 
own. 

Hinel, the Sheik of the tribe Grades 
found in the caravansary, was then its 
lord j and in the manner of his country* 
which has no word for denying hospitality 
to those who seek & he listened to the 
request of the man for a night's lodging 
for his master, and his master's daughter, 
and their train, just following, Shelter 
was scarcely asked, before it was granted j 
and the best preparations were ordered 
to be made, which the time, and now 
doubly-crowded place, would admit* 
But the other traveller no sooner heard 
of the expected arrival, and that a lady 
was with it, than he commanded his own 
people to give up the quarters the Sheik 
had already allotted to him as the best, 
and resign them in favour of the 
strangers ! 

oS 
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*> Meanwhile, night shrouded every ob- 
ject. And, a rare occurrence at that 
Season of the year, it happened to be 
deepened in darkness by a sudden over- 
clouding, and a weight of vapours^ which: 
hung down from the clouds, to the earth, 
, Mke curtains of bladk mist. There was 
also a shrill shrieking of the wind, either 
from them, 'or the fissures in the rocks of 
the^ adjacent hills, whicb gave a horrid, 
almost living presence* to the gathering 
storm j and; while the night drew on so 
gloomily, — the first that had not shone 
with moon and stars, since Berenice set 
forth' with her father, —she listened 
anxiously for the tread Of his ; horse;* 
calculating how near, or how far it might 
be from the side of her mules ; and, often 
she: spoke to him through the thin silk of 
her canopy, merely to feel protection? 
in the sound of his voice.. • • • - * 
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' A throbbing, fearful joy, wa9 therefore 
in her heart, when — after hearing him 
order her muleteers to stop, t$ . for they, 
had reached the brushwood fence of the 
caravansary and after being aware of 
the guiding touch of his hand on the 
bridle of the mules themselves, leading 
them gently into the court of the building 
— he opened the curtain of her -vehicles" 
and took her thence in his arms. - • - - ' J 
• Still all was • dark, profoundly dark; 
but she heard the buz of -niany Voice* 
uround her ; wild tones, and of the gut- 
tural Arabic! This was not what her 
father had told her to expect. But she 
was with him \ — -and in silence she leaned 
upon his breast. - — ^ 

",My child!" said, he, ** you, ar<fe 
^alarmed! The place is, indeed, pre-ocotK 
pied } but the people are harmless, though 
poor, and have assigned ft menzilfor you; 
I «hall cariy you to it" > - / :' *r 
06 
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Uowever internally assured, Berenice 
continued to tremble from agitation, and 
gratefully clung to her father* clung tq 
him, but rather in affection than fear j sq 
soothing was the tone in which he spoke, 
so paternally tender the manner in which 
he bore her in his arms j not permitting 
her to touch the ground with her foot, 
till she reached the vaulted chamber pre- 
pared for her repose, Orodes led the 
way, with a small lamp, or rather lantern ; 
*n<)f its chance ray falling on different 
otyects While passing, Berenice now and 
th^n caught a glimpse of a swarthy 
fierce countenance, close to her father's 
♦houlder j or of some of the gaping, black 
hollows of the range to which she was 
going, marked by the gleam striking on 
the rough-hewn edges of the walls divid- 
ing the compartments. In the depth of 
pne or two of them, a lamp glimmered at 
the bottom, and human figures huddled 
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round it; while at various distant spots 
in the dark court, similar light* were 
visible, but flitting about like the meteors 
of a morass, without any apparent holder; 
so thick was the gloom of the night, and 
the incumbent cloud. The air felt un- 
usually sultry, with a penetrating sul- 
phureous smell, which made the cavalier 
hasten to get his daughter through it 
When Orodes brought him to the arched 
cell appointed for her lodging, he was 
pleased to find an ample hair-cloth cur* 
tain protecting its entrance. 

On stepping within, the faithful Courd 
advanced to meet her mistress. The 
cavalier laid his daughter down on the 
cushions ready disposed for her, and for 
a few minutes seated himself by her side. 
Rhodie had spread the adjoining carpet 
with her tray of refreshment, and set her 
lamp in cheerful blase in the midst of 
dried fruits, and other delicacies she had; 
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culled from the travelling store. She ap- 
proached, with a little cake, and a cup of 
warm milk. Berenice silently - waved 
them away ; but her father saw her ex- 
treme fatigue, and feared she - might 
become ill. - For though she smiled, when 
answering him, her voice was faint, and 
her: cheek pale j he therefore took the 
service from the Courd, and himself gave 
it to his daughter. * >t 

" Cheer thee, my love!" said he, 
« . Refresh thyself, and take repose. To- 
morrow night,, thy menzil shall have no 
rude voices to affright thee ; and the day 
after, thy. path will be smoothed to thy 
home." 

The kindling, the resplendent coun- 
tenance with which he uttered this, and 
looked on her, while she obeyed him* — so 
implicitly, indeed, in all things, that he 
felt . as if her very soul was in his haijds, 1 
to mould it as he pleased, — shot such a 
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brilliancy of light Wound it, that the 
Gourd, drawing back, stared at her 
master in wondering admiration of a 
Ghange in his appearance she could not* 
at - all comprehend. She usually saw 
him reserved, haughty, wrapped within 
himself, and folded in his mantles* His; 
palmer cowl, had indeed, long been dis- 
carded ; but the hood of his mantle had 
fallen from his shoulder, and the sable- 
cap. he generally wore under it, he had 
laid aside, on entering, to cool his brow; 
that brow, now so full of a magnificent 
eixpression . of conscious triumphant 
power. -For,' there was much more in 
bis thoughts at that moment than his 
daughter could form any guess -of; and" 
again he shone, as he did in the oratory 
of the Conimandress, with thfe youth of : 
eighteen years renewed over him. - ' 
• Berenice,, therefore, > gazed on her- 
ikflier, as she h^d never seen him before^ 
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Efftilgertt, it ttught be said, in the illu* 
mination of greatness within ; in the 
splendor of a form and features which had 
hardly ever been matched in mortal map ; 
he was then standing, and looking down 
upon her ; and, with such a power of 
proud affection in his eyes, that she felt 
the exulting emotion contagious.- — 
« Yes!" cried her swelling heart, within 
itself, " my father sees in me something 
he deems worthy his rarely-bestowed 
love ! His love ! How can I ever deserve 
it? What, of created earth, ever ap* 
peared so like some dazzling being just 
lighted from the heavens \" But had 
she been asked, she could not have said, 
« It seems an angel I behold !" Had 
Berenice been a heathen, she would have 
answered, " Jt is a demi-god !° 

In this moment of her soul's wonder, 
almost her soul's idolatry, Berenice 
thought on her mother} and die felt 
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within herself, how certainly, when sepa* 
rated from such a lord of her heart, she 
must have sunk under the bereavement ; 
and left, as a world without its sun, have 
perished, " Even were I, now that I 
have seen him, ever parted from my 
father — Oh ! how could I live !" 

Alas! Berenice; a daughter must 
live, and does so, with a better comforter 
than any human heart, after many more 
grievous woes than a justly-beloved 
parent's absence or death. 

Orodes* harsh voice, but in the sub- 
dued tone of respect for the presence 
within, was Heard from without the black 
canvas, summoning his wife to bear back 
a message to their lord. When told, it 
was to inform him that the Sheik awaited 
his company at the supper he had spread 
for him, and his other noble guest, at 
his own board j the cavalier instantly re- 
placed his large furred cap on his head, 
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and folding himself round in his mantle, 
was again almost as invisible as his daugh- 
ter when wrapped in her Asiatic veil. 
—"Farewell, Berenice," said he, "sleep 
soundly till jnorn, and meet me with 
roses on thy cheek, t bright as thy 
smiles !" . ^ 
_ And the smiles were indeed bright; 
the brightness of a happy, adoring child, 
while she looked on and listened to him. 
He left the chamber. But did Berenice, 
sleep ? — The first watch of the night 
passed away, and yet her eyes had not 
closed. She % had been thinking of her 
father, of her mother. She did not 
marvel that the Commandress had given 
her so appalling an image of his way- 
ward humours j for, who else than a wife 
or daughter could ever know the power 
he held, even in one moment, to heal 
the most bleeding wound they could in- 
flict? — A charm in himself, of delight- 
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ing, to the oblivion of every other 
object ; a melting, cherishing affection, 
whenever it poured itself out* on wife 
or child, that was Lethe ; to every re- 
membered unkindness. Hence, though 
Berenice could not have been so many 
weeks in travel with her father, without 
having often shuddered at the despotism 
with which he ordered, and even con- 
strained , every creature, man or beast, 
to obey his will } though she frequently, 
herself, shrunk under his frowning glance, 
or trembled at some sudden sternness in 
his command to herself; or, what was 
still more stabbing, to her full, confiding 
nature, met the abrupt scorn of his eye 
in answer to some gentle appeal of ten- 
derness : — yet a look, a word, such as 
he could direct, such as he could utter, 
dispelled every shadow from over her j 
and again she was at his feet, in glad, 
grateful tears ; again he held her in his 
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arms, his cheek pressed to her's, in the 
fond, parental emotion of a self-accusing 
spirit; or speaking, with smiles of a 
tenderness no sense of past injury could 
resist! — "Ah, nay father!" cried she* 
closing her meditations on him, "thou 
art omnipotent over thy child !' 9 

With thoughts like these she sunk to 
sleep. Biit she did not lie ldng in this 
bland state of even visionary happiness— 
for she dreamt of her father— ere she 
was awakened by she knew not what ; 
yet, when quite roused to her recok 
lections, she supposed it must have been 
by some noise connected with the long- 
impending storm ; which then began to 
stir in distant bowlings, as if coming 
onward from above, though still far away, 
over the heavy, billowy clouds. WhU$ 
listening to its awfUl, yet, in her shel- 
tered state, perhaps solemnly tranquil- 
lizing sounds, others of a different nature 
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caught her ear ; — a low murmur of voices, 
as if very near her. She raised her head 
from her pillow add looked around. Her 
chamber was perfectly still ; and she saw 
Rhodie lying profoundly asleep in its 
opposite corner, with her little watch* 
lamp glimmering in its shade beside her, 
Berenice began to think she must have 
mistaken some sudden moaning of the 
wind for voices} and was bending her 
head, to lay it quietly on her pillow 
again, when the sounds of speaking re- 
turned j and, though still very low, they ap- 
peared approaching her. She turned her 
face as her ear directed, and then distinctly 
heard them from behind a portion of 
the black hair-cloth, and close to where 
her bed was placed, which lined the sides 
of the apartment like a tent. Alarmed at 
such extraordinary proximity, but with- 
out venturing to move from her pallet, 
she put out her hand to cautiously feel 
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whether there were any passage between 
the rough arras and the wall ; and, gladly 
she found the hard stones close at its 
back, excepting only at a few narrow 
and jagged hollows, evidently the effects 
of the common ruin of the place ; and, 
probably for the sake of hiding their 
dreary appearance, had been covered by 
the, hospitable care of the Sheik. ' One 
of the largest of these gaps opened 
directly , bfehind the canvas ' nearest td 
Berenice's pillow. Hence, the quieter 
she lay, the more distinctly she distini 
guished every word from the speakers, 
whether they sat or stood. 

But who were those, speakers? — 
With her soul conjured to her* ear; she 
heard her fathier talking with Orodes. 
It could not be said that Berenice listened; 
for in the moment she discerned his voice, 
she became petrified to the spot on which 
she lay; and blessed would; she have 
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been never to have heard what he then 
uttered, — never to have heard again irf 
this world. He appeared' to be answer- 
ing something the Courd had spoken 
during their approach to the head of 
the chamber, but which she had only 
caught in its muttering sounds. What 
her father replied, came only too dis^ 
tinctly to her ear. : 11 
' "Orodes," said he, ' w when I am re- 
solved, Heaven may disappoint, but it 
shall never deter me. I do not, there- 
fore, usually parly in my commands; 
but, I repeat to you, the man is in my 
way ; and, if you mean to profit by. your 
fortune in coming into my service, you 
must serve me as I will ! Do your duty 
now, and the reward I shall give, will not 
leave you what the vizier has left you, — 
a despised renegade slave !" 

Orodes* voice, in reply, sounded like 
the growl of the tiger : — " Haying be- 
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come a renegade/' said he, " I need not 
be suspected of much fear of Heaven, in 
the doing of anything else j but Heaven 
shows signs ; and I don't like the night : 
the wind blows through the moon's horns, 
which never yet boded good to our moun- 
tain ambushes ; at least, it never did to 
me!" 

"Let it bode ill to the life of my 
enemy," returned his master, "and the 
ppell shall be broke to you ! But, are 
you a man, Orodes? A brave Courd, 
who has burst the trammels of the Ar- 
menian saints, and their military chief to 
boot ! — and do you talk of fearing phan- 
toms?" 

"Yes, I do fear;" again muttered 
Orodes, "but it is the man I am to mur- 
der. — • Young as he is, he has the strength 
of a lion, and the eye of a lynx. If he 
once gets a stroke at me, your Secret will 
be betrayed, for I shall be slain !" 
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"Dastard!" was the furious reply to 
this; and the next sounds were as if the 
enraged speaker moved with some des- 
perate action j for the voice of Orodes 
immediately appeared to answer as if 
from the ground, where he had cast him- 
self prostrate. 

" Only, my lord, have patience with 
me !" exclaimed he, " and if you com- 
mand me, when I have told the reason 
of my fear, then, even you must abide 
the issue ; I will obey." 

"Speak on," returned the inexorable 
accents of the cavalier ; " but stand, — 
and let me see it is a man, and not a 
reptile, with whom I deign to parley — 
whom I have power to crush, or raise !" 

The trembling wretch, cowering in- 
deed under the yoke his vices had drawn 
upon his manhood, stood up, and fak 
teringly commenced. But as he pro- 
ceeded, the subject rekindled some glow 
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of worth, even in his debased soul, and he 
spoke like a man who had once been a 
soldier, 

" Slave, though I am now !" said he, 
"hardly a year ago I was leader of an 
armed band, and then I first f s4w this 
crusade knight. Oh, my lord, had you 
seen him, as I saw him, in the port of 
Tyre ! — The siege had been long, when 
Baldwin of Edessa, now of Jerusalem, 
proposed to attack the island-citadel in 
every quarter from the sea, and during 
the unlikely period of a threatened storm. 
But to ensure success to so bold a scheme* 
it Avas necessary to become master of 
the mole, which connects the old rock- 
fortress, with the beleaguered city on the 
mainland ; — and the leader sent on the 
enterprize, was this very Canute de Beau- 
fort y with orders to seize the post under 
coyer of the night, and maintain it at all 
extremities, till Baldwin should bring 
18 
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up his galleys at break of day, and the 
rock be carried by escahule. But the 
night was not a covering shield: when 
he reached the point of his attack, it had 
let the heavens loose upon him ; yet he 
resolutely effected his purpose, though it 
blew mor e than a threatened tempest. 
The surges of the boiling ocean beat 
against the ancient buttresses of that ever- 
memorable causeway, as if it were then 
to be uprooted from its .foundations. — 
The battlements seemed reeling jnto 
the sea, in the moment he planted the 
Christian standard. We gave the. halloo 
of victory, no ear could then hear but pur 
own ; and stood, each man to his station, 
with the temporary shelter of the pa- 
rapets. But the storm raged more and 
more, coming on from the north, like the 
huge leviathan's selfi devouring earth 
and sea. The shore was rent into yawn- 
ing gulfs j the rocks were riven from 
p 2 
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their beetling cliffs, by the towering, 
plunging waves ; and the flood, unim- 
peded, poured towards the mole — on it 
— over it, in resistless waves.*— The 
soldiers of De Beaufort, native, or of 
the crusade, all fled their posts. The 
floats, which had borne them to the 
danger, were instantly made the instru- 
ments of their escape. He called to 
them, by every hope or dread in man to 
return to their duty; to abide where 
they were commanded. But authority 
had then no power ; the ocean threatened 
louder ; and he was left alone. Morning 
was just glimmering from the east, and ' 
the whole was discerned from the crusade 
lines on the shore. A cry issued thettce, 
for him to follow, and save himself ! and 
a float was sent back upon the boiling 
waves for that purpose. No herald pen- 
non of command was raised on the 
£liore, neither appeared there arty on the 
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float. Beaufort, therefore, waved it off 
with his hand; his single voice coul(\ 
no longer be heard through the con- 
tending elements ; and pointing with his 
sword to the standard of the cross, which 
his own arm had planted that very night 
on the signal pillar of the mole ; he 
was seen the next moment climbing its 
shelving sides to the highest part he 
could reach— the spot tyhere he had 
fixed the standard j and there, with his 
scarf, lashing himself to the brazen rings 
Of the column : he no sooner had ac- 
complished it, than he stood, without 
appearance of other movement, awaiting, 
in calm courage* his death by the waves, 
or his recall from his desperate station 
by the wssenger of him who had com* 
manded him to hold it at all extremities ! 
But Baldwin having fallen back with his 
galleys, within shelter of the nearest cape, 
kaew nothing of the earl's personal dan- 
p 3 \ 
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ger. While the garrison of Tyre, seeing 
from their tower that they had not only" 
been dispossessed of their mole btilwafk 
during that tremendous night, but that' 
the victor was since abandoned by his' 
men, from terror of the elements j and 
observing the invincible courage' with* 
which he stood at the post; all others had' 
deserted, th ese veterans j ustly considered* 
that his life was wortfr them all, and> 
dietermined not to await the chance of 
the waves sparing it." ' ■ 

iC Orodes, you have spoken it t" sounded 
from the lips of his master. — " But go 
on ! " 

. The Courd proceeded: 

" The surge had risen, foaming to his? 
breast^ when the Tyrians sent out a strong 
armed boat, from a gulley to the south of 
the mole, to attack him. Flesh could 
hardly stand the sight ; — -a crew; against 
a ^single main! yet it was a glorious 
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Spectacle ! every hand that aimed a blow 
at him, seemed dismembered by bis par-: 
tying sword ; and the sea was red with 
blood around, while not a scratch appear- 
ed on his invulnerable body. — Another 
boat came out, — fuller, fiercer armed. — 
But now the earl was not to fight alone.) 
His mighty spirit had conquered more 
than the desperate onset of his enemies; 
— the alarm of nature, in the men who 
had left him ! — * Float followed float from 
the shore, and rallied round him. — Boat 
followed boat, from the gulley of the 
city; — and the conflict became man to 
mail; till the bleeding death-struggle, 
sinking in the whelming waves, again 
proclaimed the star of Beaufort. —- For; 
even in the . instant of this new victory, 
one sweeping surge of the main; rolling, 
its heavy billows over the then invisible; 
mole, towards the city gate, burst it in- 
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wards. Then was the voice; of Beaufort 
heard over the w^ter ! — 

" « On, Christian soldiers ! — Heaven 
opens the infidel's gate ! Tyre is yours !' 

" He had already thrown himself up- 
on the float nearest to the vanished point 
of the flag-stafE He led the way, to 
enter sword in hand* the awful breach 
that ocean-rush had made - y and ■ I 
need not say more! Tyre was ours, be- 
fore Baldwin reached the shore. Can I, 
then, — - one amongst the many who 
quailed that night, — raise my single arm, 
against the conqueror of storms, and 
waves, and hosts of men ?" 

" Orodes," returned the cavalier, in 
a voice so deep, so profoundly deep and 
dreadful, it seemed spoken from the 
depths of his soul j ay, from the very 
depths of the grave of man's perdition ! 
" I have listened to you, but to con- 
firm my purpose. Had this man been 
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less than he is, he would have been un- 
worthy the sentiment within me, that 
demands his death. Observe me y he is 
one who occupies a place where I must 
stand alone. Therefore, at a word, say 
he dies this night by your hands j or I 
shall find some readier executioner !" 

The instant rising of the stern speaker, 
seemed to pronounce, he would hear no 
farther parley j and the Courd's voice 
gaspingly answered. " I obey ! But if 
he wake, while my dagger is oyer 
him— " 

" Coward! wretch, worthless* of my 
confidence, and its reward I" retorted the 
cavalier, " The man has been locked in 
sleep these two hours, in the very next 
chamber to this, and alone, without a 
guard j — but not as ye left him on the 
rock, with all his senses in arms about 
him j nor are there people gazing on, to 
fly and save him ! Solitary ruins alone, 
p 5 
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surroxin J his present post of "danger \ and 
yet you fear to hang over that sleeping 
lion one moment — and, he is,tno more 1 
I would :do the deed myself could- 1 
bend: my manhood to an act of such poor 
courage'; and it does not suit my policy, 
to dare him to the open field. But — " : 
" Nay, my lord, Mine no other ser- 
vant to your will] 9 - abruptly interrupted 
the €ourd ; " I will do it: and I hav<$ 
thought ;of a : means to do it surely. I 
have a noose yonder -amongst wy horse 
furniture, with which I hunt the wild 
cattle. If I throw it over his neck while 
he sleeps, one jerk of the cord strangles 
him* and — all is then, indeed,* oyer with 
him ! Tkit,my lord, with regard to me, 
twice an w apostate ! first to my father's 
faith* >* : — tjut that was : my o^n ejection ; 
now to my once commander, and that is 
yours ! I trust to your bounty, to. pay 
me for my soul !" ; i 
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And the wretch dared to laugh ; ; but 
it was with a horror to its sounds* th&t 
shook Berenice where she lay, as ^ if th$ 
enemy of mankind were himself then 
at the ear of her father. Of her father i 
and was it her father, her adored father, 
whom her almost idolatrous love had, 
even in: the moment before she last slept, 
proclaimed omnipotent over her ?— Was 
he there? — himself the tempter to the 
bloody, deed, this ruffian was sporting 
with! Her senses seepied in a whirl of 
madness, yet she fe\t, that all was indeed 
dreadful reality. She had heard it all, 
and was yet alive ! Was it possible, that 
her ear should not have closed in sudden 
deafness ? And had it still power to con- 
vey to her freezing heart the issue of the 
conference? ; : 

J Her father answered the Courd, while, ; 
iji the collected haughtiness of his tones, > 
he distanced the presumptuqus familiarity 
p 6 : 
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of a conscious emissary in crime. A It 
is weU, Orodes," said he, " that you 
understand your duty, even at the last 
Gome with Hie to the horses ; and I will 
see whether one of my sumpter mules 
does not carry some weapon equally safe 
for you in using, and more worthy giving 
death to a brave knight* than a hatter ! 
He must die j but I would not willingly 
have it the death of a dog/' 

With these words, the cavalier and his 
slave left the cell. 

Berenice listened, without drawing 
breath, to their departing steps, till she 
heard them no more; when, suddenly 
braced in body and soul, as by some 
supernatural power j and almost thinking 

4 

she heard a voice whispering her — " He 
shall not die ! Not die by your father I" 
she immediately rose from her bed, and 
calling in her heart on the God who 
seemed to fill it with the prompting 

22 
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thought, to indeed arm her with strength, 
and guide her to her purpose, she wrap- 
ped herself in the grey travelling mantle 
that lay near her, even to her head, and 
glided gently from out her vaulted cham- 
ber into the court before it. The air was 
awfully still, and oppressive ; and all wa» 
profound darkness,, save, at a moving 
point, fir in the distance, where she dis- 
cerned a glimmering light ; probably, 
she deemed, and site deemed truly, the 
solitary tamp of the evil pair proceeding 
to the horses. She knew her track was 
to keep close to the line of her own cell $ 
feeling her way with her hands, along the 
front of the one her father had just left ; 
then, by the fallen arch ; and in the next, 
she was certain to find that of the pur- 
posed victim. 

Swiftly did she pass to her object, dis- 
tinguishing by a touch, every intervening 
place. But when arrived in front of 
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0e Beaufort's cell, she paused. Not 
from any maiden apprehension, of tread- 
ing for the first time the sleeping chamber 
of a man and a stranger : not from any; 
shrinking of her soul, from aught that 
night's after-events might prove, in con- 
sequence of what she now dared : — but 
again to invoke the All-merciful blessing s 
on her deed. Her eye glanced round. 
$he could no longer see the receding 
lamp. Her hand felt for the step that 
led into the chamber. She discovered, 
and passed it in the same moment ; and, 
in the next, found herself by the side' of 
the sleeper's couch. Found, by still feel- 
ing with her hands ; for all within, as 
without, was darkness. 
* " Beaufort !" she cried j * c awake, for 
your life !" He started up at the sound, 
demanding who spoke. "An unhappy 
creature!" cried shej " but sent by Heal- 
vfeni to call you to rise, and arm yourself. 
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This very moment quit this cell ; the 
foulest murder is preparing, to destroy 
you in it." 

" By these treacherous Arabs ?" and 
he sprang from his couch, half armed in 
his leathern hauberk, as he had lain, 
down. 

" Not them, riot them," returned 
she. " But swear, you will not seek; 
by whom ! Swear, you will summon 
your men, and quit this place ! Thfo in- 
stant quit it! — or, you may live, but 
you will know, that your deliverer dies. 
Swear !" Her voice ; was that of one in 
mortal, mental agony. " My, men are 
at a call; by a single blast of the bugl^ 
now at ;my neck," he replied ; " and, 
whoever thou arty that thus seeks, at 
^ome desperate risk, to preserve my Kfe 
from some neai' enemy I do not know ! 
Rest confident, that my deliverer's voice. 
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being woman's, I shall obey, and strictly. 
Hear, Heaven 1 I swear it!" 

At that moment, a peal of thunder burst 
orer the caravansary ; and a flash of light- 
ning filling the cell, showed them to each 
other in apparitions never to be forgotten. 
Berenice was standing in the instantaneous 
blaze, with one arm clasping her falling 
dark mantle round her ; the other raised 
to heaven, as if invoking its seal upon the 
oath she had just heard 5 and her eyes 
looking upwards also towards the awfully 
responding sounds, seemed all that was 
left of mortal life, in that deathful beau* 
tiftd face. So pale it was, it seemed that 
of some sheeted corpse, inspired awhile 
with vital voice and movement to warn 
him from a x treacherous grave ; but the 
sublime loveliness of that phantom being, 
stampt itself upon his soul, with living 
memories. 
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Berenices eye dropt towards hini, 
just as the flashing flame was vanishing. 
But in that glance, she saw she had saved 
a man of gentle aspect j and though yet 
habited in his hauberk, the breast straps 
Were unbraced by which the assassin's 
steel would have had feee entrance ; and 
she saw the noble neck bare, he had 
threatened with his cord. Of the face of 
De Beaufort, she could not have told a fea- 
ture ; but it shone like the light of good- 
ness. So, at least, after-remembrances of 
that hour represented it But, in the 
moment, she was not conscious to observ- 
ing any thing, but that she then beheld 
a human being devoted to murder, 
whom she had preserved; and whose 
murderer would have been her father ! 

With the vanishing flash, she too was 
gone. And the thunder rolled, and the 
rain began to poor in torrents, just as she 
re-entered within the canvass curtain of 
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her cell. In tjie self-same minute, she 
heard the shrill bugle of De Beaufort, and . 
the answering gathering shout of his men. 

" I thank thee, Heaven I" But with , 
the words ygt on her tongue, the strength 
of her frame failed ; she threw from her 
the jmantle which had concealed her thin 
night-cloth^g ; and sinking down on her 
bed, drew the coverlid over her. The 
world seemed whirling in her brain and 
heart, for $ moment; and then, all of 
that world, with the consciousness of pain 
or woe, were stilled within her. 

Berenice lay insensible. 



" Hadst thou thy wits, and didst persuade revenge, 
It could not move thus." 



r When Berenice revived to recollection* 
all was in profound quiet around her. But 
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a vague impression of misery, imme- 
diately vibrating in her heart, she lay a 
few minutes without opening her eyes, 
striving to remember what could have 
made her feel thus wretched. Those few 
; minutes too truly bringing the flood of 
horrible memories back upon her, she 
started aghast from the apparition, and 
dashing aside the curtain of her couch, 
in quest of she knew not what, beheld^ 
not only Rhodie in watching attendance, 1 
but three other women, all seated on 
silken cushions on the carpets of the floor; 
while the room itself i no longer the close, 
dismal cell of the caravansary, presented 
a spacious and superb chamber, such as 
she had never seen before. - 
But where was she? How came she 
there ? Was she indeed awake ? Or* 
wete her senses bewildered ? — Her soul 
grasped at the thought, that she was 
yet in sleep ; and ; every horrid, pressing 
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image, the floating of a dreanu Her 
trembling lips, however, catted on Rhodie 
with the question, " Where am I ?" 

She scarcely had uttered the ; enquiry, 
ere the faithful Courd, joyful at this proof 
of recovering health,, hastened forward, 
and told her, she was lodged for a while 
where her father's commands. were law. 
At the word, the three women bowed 
their heads to the floor, and quitted the 
room on a sign from Rhodie. She then, 
more particularly, answered the anxiously 
questioning Berenice ; informing her, she 
had been long ill, very ill, of a phrenzy 
fever ; which seized her the night of their 
sqjourn at the caravansary y that about 
an hour past nudaoaght, during the height 
of the storm, she had awakened from an 
apparently tranquil sleep, in a state of 
raving agonies, which roused and ter* 
rified Rhodie ; who hurried to her side, 
and K could hardly hold hex down on her 
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bed, while she continued incessantly call- 
ing on her father y but with so many 
appalling prooft of delirium in what she 
said, that when he did rush in from the 
raging elements without, to learn the cause 
of these cries from her chamber, the dis- 
order of her intellects became so frightful, 
that, on hearing her ravings, he became 
nearly as distracted himself, or stood, 
spell-bound, gating on her, 

* c Saint Gregory guard us! f * continued 
Rhodie, turning pale at the recollection ; 
^ for of a surety, the caravansary was 
struck that night by some evil planet. The 
strange chiefs with all his band, went out 
in the teeth of the whirlwind, leaving iio 
word to the Sheik for so wild a fleeing 
from shelter. Orodes gashed himself 
across the face with his knife, swearing 
that demons Were let loose, but his mas- 
ter should see he feafed neither men nor 
devils ; and would have run out also into 
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the plain amidst the thunder and light- 
ning, had not my lord your father caught 
him in the desperate act, and commanded 
him, on peril of his life, to keep guard 
over our menzil, and let none approach 
to disturb my watchful care over his 
daughter} and there I staid till about 
dawn, the weather abating, my lord, 
then composed and full of hope for your 
' recovery, came and took us thence j and 
brought you hither, to be cured by the 
great Arab sage of the desert." 
, While these circumstances were re- 
lating, every uttered word united so 
convincingly to Berenice, with the hor- 
rible facts of her memory, that all hope 
of its delusion died in her breast ; and 
she listened, with a shuddering, freezing 
heart, feeling that henceforth any sense 
of happiness there, was quenched for even 
What was her father now in her eyes? 
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& meditated murderer } and she ifelt she 
could not ask — " Where k he ?" 

But Rhodie gave the information oin- 
requested. He was gone, far into the 
wilderness, to bring a certain water from 
a spring there, which the k sage had as- 
sured him would revive his daughter to 
all she had been before her illness. 
. " The water that is to revive me to 
what I was before my illness, must in- 
deed be presented by ihkhandj Rhodie !" 
returned Berenice, breaking into a passion 
of ; tears, j " hut that spring is not of 
earth j and jmy father mjist drink it with 
: me!" 

Rhodie did not understand her. Nor 
did Berenice, hardly re-settled in mind, 
mark whether she did or not. The 
broken-hearted daughter* jcould only weep 
over the sacred name of father h»er lips 
bad again pronounce^, with the roused 
throb of an agonized tenderness, on hear- 
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ing of his journey into the trackless waste, 
in search of means for her amendment. 

From that hour she rapidly recovered. 
Prayer for her father's penitence ; and 
praise that his intended victim had really 
escaped, *nd, by performing his oath of 
silence in his departure, had prevented 
further discovery of the meditated per- 
petrations —both subjects for her gra- 
titude, concurred to sooth her into hope 
and peace. But it was the hope of a 
mind no longer , concerning itself with 
this world ; it was faith in his contrition, 
and humble hopes of heaven, that in- 
spired hers. And, while her soul, during 
her matin and ^vesper orisons, reverted 
to the holy tranquillity of Olivet, she 
often felt within her — 4 < O ! that I could 
now stretch my wearied wings towards 
thee, and be at rest !" 

But the sabbath of Berenice was not 
so soon to come. Her time of struggle 
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ynth the world, she had so yearned to 
wander in* was not yet completed j and 
the spear wad to enter still deeper into 
the heart, which had leaned on it with 
the worship of a god ! — * Yet, what mercy 
meted out that sentence ! The chastened 
spirit is the happiest; for so it is taught 
to know tJie object of its trust; arid, 
when it there confides its peace, the seal 
<*f immortality becomes stamped upon it. 

In the course of a few days after 
Berenice's first revival to herself she 
gradually resumed her former appearance ; 
so fer as that her cheek bloomed, and 
her step became light; but she seldom 
smiled, and her sighs were frequent. The 
sumptudus mansion she was iri, furnished 
with every luxury of Asiatic wealth, never 
once drew a remark from her. And the 
crowding attendants, who obeyed the be* 
heats of the sage, tha owner of the house, 
in sprinkling her bath every morning 

vol. ii. a 
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with roses from the . borders of Syria, 
when^they hovered near her, were alike 
unobserved, till „ seeing them kneeling in 
slavish prostration, with their different 
offerings of service, . she waved; her hand 
for them to rise, and leave her to the 
affectionate duties, of. Rhodie alone. 
it put ;the hours were many ; she reserved 
to perfect solitude. ; And then she sat 
retired within shadow of the half trellis 
that ornamented,, as well as sheltered,, the 
corri4or, or balcony which opened east- 
ward from her chamber window ; and 
thencp commanded a view,. not only over 
the vistaed garden of the mansion, which 
stood on the edge of the desert, but that 
boundless .tract itself. Here she con- 
templated the stern grandeqr of nature ; 
the, awful expanse . of sterile, plain, re- 
flecting, with ocean-like brightness the 
radiant concave above, clasping it in, like 
time meeting eternity. 
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Such had been her meditations one 
morning, while lingering, as usual, in her 
favourite seat some time after the sun had 
risen, and the heat was becoming almost 
insufferable from the intensity of his level 
raya; when, just as she turned to quit 
the place, her attention was" caught by a> 
sudden and extraordinary appearance on 
the southern horizon of the .desert. < A 
vast yellow cloud, coming forwards ac- 
tually along the surface of . the earth, 
and gradually - increasing in body and 
denseness as it seemed swiftly advancing 
towards the point where she stood. For 
she did stand; gazing, astonished, at the 
phenomenon. But presently the echoes 
of a rolling thuiider, sounded from within 
that cloud ; and soon told her now prac- 
tised ear, that it covered a train of horse- 
men. The next moment, a gust of wind 
blowing aside the sandy dust from before 
them, discovered, not horsemen merely, 
Q 
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but horsemen in wide flanking array, 
in all the military pomp of Asiatic war- 
fare or parade ; enclosing between their 
ranks a numerous body of laden camels, 
some mounted by men, others appeared 
carrying women ; while, in front, pro- 
ceeded thrpe elephants, gorgeously ca- 
parisoned, and each bearing a canopy 
on its back, 

That Berenice beheld all this* though 
afc first only by little more than a minute's 
wondering view, arose from the abrupt 
entrance of Rhodie behind her, just as 
she was retreating back into the covert 
of her trellis j but the Courdi enraptured 
with what she saw, or rather having learnt 
her lesson what to do, with apparent un- 
intention, y?t respectfully, detained her 
lady in front of the open balcony, till the 
young and guileless heart again awa- 
kening to observation, her eyes became 
ri vetted tct so extraordinary a spectacle. 
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The singular beauty and splendour of the 
centre elephant, particularly engaged her 
admiration. It was spotless white, with 
trappings of cloth of gold; and chains 
of the same precious metal, hanging over 
its breast, and fastening the canopy on 
its bade, whence the rich embroidered 
curtains, fringed with gold, pended over 
the huge sides of the animal like the 
devolving drapery of a tent Above* 
floated an azure banner, studded with 
mimic stars, and held hy some invisible 
hand from behind the canopy. The ele- 
phants were all guided by men on foot, 
in sumptuous raiment, answering to that 
of the animals they attended* AH this 
now described, Berenice could distinguish 
with ease, being in front of the array. 
But beyond, there appeared an indis- 
criminate crowd of camels, horsemen, 
glittering pennons, and the pointed 
tops of the peculiar sort of travelling 
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carriage borne by the camel. The sun's 
slant beams, shining at the same time 
through the yet not quite dispersed cloud 
of sand in the rear of the pageant, by 
surrounding it with a kind of mi^ty halo* 
gave it altogether so visionary an ap- 
pearance, that had Berenice been in her 
former happy state, when the mind can 
play with its objects, she would have 
smilingly enquired of Rhodie, " Whether 
the scene before them, were not some 
illusion, some Peri mirage of the de- 
sert?" v i 
But, as it was, she only expressed her 
astonishment at any thing so splendidly 
magnificent, forming a travelling train, 
and therefore being exposed to all the 
casualties of so desolate a track. She 
did not even say to Rhodie, Whence 
come they?" for she saw by the spark- 
ling crescents on the ensign tops, they 
must own some Mahometan lord. But 
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it seemed there were those in the band 
who knew what eyes looked on them, 
even though covered by a veil ; for, by 
a simultaneous movement, on signal by 
a clash of cymbals, each elephant and 
camel knelt down, as before her, and 
every standard bowed, and every dis- 
mounted horseman bent his turbaned 
head in the dust.— 

« To you, to you, ttiy lady !" exclaimed 
Rhodie. But Berenice, shocked at such 
notice from a host of infidels, and be- 
lieving they must have mistaken her for 
some other female inhabitant of that 
house, who, by Moslem birth, might have 
some right to such homage, hurried away 
from further view of the scene. She had 
hardly reseated herself within her apart- 
ment, and recovered from the redoubled 
disorder into which the exclamation of 
Rhodie had thrown her/ ere she heard 
steps approaching through the outer cham- 
a 4 
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her, and which ber filial heart instantly 
recognised, tot with a surprise of horror 
th^tt shook her to the sioul, to he her 
fathers. She mok hack into her seat, 
pale and twmlAmg. The next moment 
he entered speaking, enquiring fox hi* 
daughter j in spite of herself, she shrieked 
at sound of that wee, and pat her hand 
upon her eyes ; then, instantly aware of 
what she. h^d done, die threw herself 
forward to the* flour, on her knees, and 
with her head bent to the ground. 

The cavalier did indeed read all that 
was passing in her mind and heart, in 
these actions. But he knew his course f 
and calmly drawing near, raised her. 
She shuddered, as if in the grasp of the 
grave, while he clasped her to his breast. 
She felt as if blood met her there ! then, 
if his whom she had saved, had been 
actually shed; "What," thought' she, 
"could in this moment have preserved 
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me from dying, where I ought to honour 
—but living, I must abhor ?" — She 
gasped as one expiring, and her head 
dropped; but where? not on her father's 
bosom, as it was wont; but on her 
own — cold, lonely ! 

<c Berenice," said he, " you have been 
fearfully ill ; — ate yet so, I dread, since 
you do not seem to know your father !" 

"Yes! yes! I do know,"*— was all 
her convulsed heart could answer. 

He gently reseated her, and placed 
himself beside her. The seat stood near 
the gilded trellis of one of the windows, 
and she leaned her throbbing brow 
against it. 

" My daughter," he resumed, f< your 
fever was full of many spectres ; and, 
in your delirium, you described your 
firther as one of thetn ! — and your pre*, 
sent manner, so different from that with 
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which, till now, you ever hastened to 
my arms, and gazed upon my face, and 
vowed* in filial duty, to live for me 
alone ! — cannot but lead me to suppose 
that you do believe me guilty of ;all your 
phrenzied tongue then charged me with ; 
— black dishonour, assassination, and 
tempting men to their perdition ! — Be- 
renice, look on me, and answer me !" 

While he spake, with the solemnity 
of an innocent man, and also the affec- 
tionate solicitude of a parent, Berenice 
felt almost frantiqly bewildered. Had she 
really been in maddened fever from the 
first closing, of her eyes, in that dreadful 
caravansary? , Had all been a frightful 
conjuration of the brain ? excepting, in- 
deed, her report of that false vision to. the 
chief; who, in consequence, had fled! 
Of that Rhodie had testified ; though 
little aware of by whose * suggestion he 
had done so incomprehensible an act ! 
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Again she pressed her burning fore- 
head, while obeying her father in turn- 
ing towards him. Inwardly she called on 
Heaven to restore her faculties ! Then, 
withdrawing her hand, she looked upon 
his face. 

" Was it indeed all a dream ?" she 
said ; and a real wildness was in her 
eyes, when she put the question. The 
cavalier tenderly folded her hand in his. 
— " What was a dream, my child ?" 

"Oh, that fearful night !" returned 
she. " Yes, O ! yes ! It must have been 
a dream, blessed Heaven! — It must 
have been a dream; for you left me, 
my father, on my bed for sleep ; and I 
did sleep,; and then I waked — I know 
not how — and I heard such things — : 
such horrible things! — But it was a 
dream — and it made me mad, very 
mad! — But it was a dream! — Say — 
$ay it - was, my father ! — and I an* 
a 6 
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happy — well, agafe* \" Anid, with the 
adjuration, she was on her knees before 
hint, clasping her hands* and wringing 
then* } for the recollection of what she 
then heard, had renewed all its horrors 
within her. 

"It mast have been a dream,** an- 
swered he, w or the beginning of your 
fever, my Berenice, that shaped those 
dreadful images to your fencyj and, 
since, have almost killed your father, 
in anguish for your sufferings." t 

At a reply so fraught with life to her, 
her Hps clung, speechless, to his hand. — 
Be took her from the floor, and placing 
her again close to him, tenderly soothed 
her agitated nerves, by his fond expres- 
sions of the fullest parental confidence* 

" But. yon must repay me for it all ?* 
gently whispered he, while he kissed her 
cheek. Her head was then leanings in 
blissful tears, upon his bosom j — " You 
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must restore your father to his birth- 
right — It is in your power, my child/* 
added he, in a louder and firmer tone, 
" to crush every viper's, which, I told 
you, have been tearing this breast for 
eighteen years !" 

"In my power, my father ?*' add 
she looked up, devotedly regarding his 
face. 

" Yes," continued he, "it is in your 
power to be to me as that son, for whom 
your mother had besought Heaven in 
vain, when you were born! that son, 
whose birth would have secured to me 
the rights of my name, and what is dearer 
to me, of my renown ! — But which, the 
baseness and the ambition of them who 
owed me duty, have stUce wrested from 

me^ Hear me, Berenice ! and let thy 

farther** spirit enter into thee, whilst thou 
hearestme!" 
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He rose from his seat, and stood before 
her ; and now she beheld him distinctly ; 
doubt and emotion having, till then, 
almost blinded her sight — His whole 
figure seemed dilated by the lofty spirit 
that did indeed at that moment stir 
within himself. He was clad in the com- 
plete steel of a crusade knight; a full 
suit of chain armour, with the red cross 
glowing on its breast. But the plumes 
of his unvisored helmet rather shadowed 
the noble contour of his face ; and the 
ample folds of his mantle in part con- 
cealed the points of the cross. But 
Berenice's eye fastened on it. — " No 
assassin's heart- could beat under that 
sacred symbol !" cried she, within herself. 
— " Wretch ! parricide of my father's 
fame !—- to what has a phrenzied dream 
led me ! — Oh, blessed was my ignorance 
of his name; else that too might have been 
21 
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promulged in my madness, and the stigma 
affixed for ever !" 

All this rushed at once through her 
thoughts ; and in a paroxysm of mingled 
remorse, and devoted reverence, she ex- 
claimed : — " Yes ; my father, I will 
hear thee, with my soul ! — And, by that 
holy sign upon thy bosom, I repeat the 
vow — that, whatever my mother would 
have prayed, a son or daughter might 
be to thee; — such will I prove, if 
Heaven grants me power !" — 

At the last sentence, he reared himself 
like the proud steed of the desert feeling 
the rein still in its mouth, and frowned, 
, with a nostril as eloquently disdainful 
of the hand that curbed him. — But 
Berenice's head was bowed down, in her 
deep humility ; and she did not see the 
momentary change in his aspect. — He 
advanced again nearer to her, but con- 
tinued standing while he spake. — 
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" Be it so> my daughter P* cried hs, 
" and know me to be one, bom to com- 
pel the power of men — Eustace de 
Bouillon! brother of two sovereigns of 
Jerusalem of that name ! and, but for the 
treason of Baldwin de Bourg, your father 
would now be the third !" 

Berenice was indeed roused from her 
bended position. — She started— she rose, 
at the annunciation of that name, as his ! 
which even afore, she had beard pro- 
nounced with more than a simple in- 
terest in its heroic fame j with an idea of 
its belonging to the prince, who probably 
had commanded her own brave father. 
— And was that heroic Eustace now 
before her — and in his person did she 
see her father ? 

She gazed on him with amazement, 
but not in doubt. Here stood the splen- 
did wreck of all the marvellous beauty, 
she had been told was the portion of 
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Eustace; bearing its own evidence to 
his daughter, that this was he ! — Here 
too, she had witnessed, was that im- 
petuous, that magnificent spirit, she had 
heard described as the dazzling cha- 
racteristics of that intrepid prince;—- 
and, when she recalled to recollection 
the sorrows of her mother, — here, then, 
was " the leopard, with his spots!" — 
and this was her father! — -The illus- 
trious, by birth; the hero, in renown! 
— The injured, by his own kindred ; the 
betrayed, by the chieftains, whom he had 
led to victory and dominion ! 

Berenice felt all this, imaged on her 
at once ; and the noble form before her, 
sp outraged, so shorn of its inheritance, 
appeared to her sufficiently glorious in 
its renown alone ; — but, oh ! how dearer 
in this appeal to a daughter's consola- 
tions, than if he stood before her Prince 
of Edessa, or King of Jerusalem ! -~ Her 
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very soul was at his feet ; and throwing 
herself, tremblingly, yet fervently be- 
fore them, she exclaimed : — . « Name but 
how your child can devote herself to the 
service of such a father ? — and I am 
— She was in his arms, and on his 
heart, when the last word dropped from 
her tongue. 

"At night," he said, " when the moon 
rises — that was the hour of my birth, 
Berenice! — I will tell thee how thou 
canst give new life to thy parent I — 
Meanwhile, this evening, you must re- 
ceive, as my daughter, the messenger of 
a great sovereign, thy father's friend, 
who comes to guard us in our* journey 
eastward. Let Rhodie dress you for the 
interview ? For though my Berenice is 
ever lovely in her father's eyes, splen- 
dour is a duty in the daughter of 
Eustace de Bouillon. This nobleman 
alone, of any here, yet knows who I 
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am ; but a little time, and all Syria shall 
hear it." 

Having Said this, he soon after with- 
drew ; and Berenice retired to the little 
recess she had constituted her oratory, 
where her every joy was acknowledged; 
where her every sorrow had received a 
balm. 



Away with slavish weeds, or churlish thoughts ! 
Thou shalt be bright, and shine in pearl and gold ; 
And so^ emblazon proud, thy mistress' name !" 



When the time approached for the ce* 
remony her father had intimated, Rhodie 
again appeared ; and conducting Bere- 
nice to her attiring-room, adorned her 
according to the directions she had pre- 
viously received, in all the splendour of 
an Eastern princess. Having performed 
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her task, she went aside, to replace soms 
of the superabundant materials j and, 
by mistake, opening tfee private casket 
of her lady, in which she kept her lit- 
tle treasury of remembrances of Olivet 
the quick-eyed waiting- woman caught a 
glimpse of a very strange relic to be 
found with a daughter of that mount; 
and snatching it up, suddenly exclaimed, 
— " What! a talisman of Mecca ?" 

Berenice, glancing round, saw it to be 
the offering the Hadje had pressed into 
her hand at the porch of the convent ; 
and which, on looking at , afterwards, 
had appeared to her some rude sort of 
ornament seemingly moulded of scented 
grey wax, and stamped with a few no 
longer legible Arabic characters, mixed 
with a sort of foliage, ~ a small silver 
ring pended from it, — She asked Rhodie 
what she meant by a talisman of Mecca ? 

" A charmed cake," answered she, 
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" kneaded, .when the moon is in horn, of 
the dust from the false prophet's mosque 
there. The spouse of a nomade Sheik 
once showed me one ; and she swore by 
the stars* when her lord went out against 
* his enemies, it made him brave as a 
sword ; and, when she wanted to be 
pleasing in his sight, she had only to 
put the talisman into her bosom, and 
presently she became beautiful as a 
houri. — I, being a Christian Courd, 
thought I must not believe that daughter 
of Mahomet ; but the like charm is with 
you, most pure and ^beautiful lady ! and 

— but how dare I presume to speak my 
heart to my lady ? when I know it also 
preserves travellers from every evil thing !" 

She ceased, with a vivid flush mant- 
ling over her smooth, dark cheek; but 
her eyes were still fixed on the talisman. 

— Rhodie^ was y£t in the prime of her 
days> and handsome for one 1 of her tribe : 
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but she knew that her husband had ceased 
to think her so ; and the present tempt- 
ation to restore the past, overbore her 
better faith. Berenice discerned the poor 
heart-betrayed wife's unholy meaning ; 
and pitying the weakness she could, not 
but reprove, answered her, however, 
without showing her that she quite un- 
derstood her. 

" If that cake be a charm" she gently 
replied, "by your own account, it must 
be. a baneful thing itself; having had an 
evil origin. It was, however, given to 
me, along with a blessing, from a grateful 
old man ; a blessing, not addressed to 
that false prophet, but to the Father of 
all mankind ; and such blessing is. sacred 
from whatever lips it come. But for this 
dumb idol of error, I was ignorant of 
its import ! — Give it to me, Rfcodie ? it 
must no longer pollute our eyes. — There," 
added she, dropping it from her window 
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into a deep tank belowt " the waters will 
soon dissolve the poor tainted piece of 
clay to its dust again ; while the blessing, 
like the spirit of man, mounts up to the 
power that breathed it." 

Rhodie stood, blushing with conscious 
shame; and before other word could pass 
between the gentle monitress, and her 
ardent, but only half-taught christian at- 
tendant ; it being then the hour of sun- 
set, her father's voice summoned her 
into the adjoining room, to accompany 
him to the audience chamber of his 
apartments. She met him, indeed, one 
blaze of jewelled radiance ; and, exult- 
ingly, he thought she rather graced them* 
than they her; then, with a nod of appro- 
bation to her faithful handmaid, he took 
his daughter's ready hand, to lead her to 
the first scene of her communion with the 
world ; the actual world, that tries the 
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soul and reins ! But I will not anticipate 
my subject 

In passing one of the numerous mir- 
rors!, which mingled their bright reflec- 
tions with the various other ornaments 
on the arabesque walls of the rooms* she 
caught a view of her penson ; and certainly 
would not have recognised it to be her- 
self, had not her eye glanced from the 
splendid apparition, to the noble and 
revered form on which it leaned. Her 
jewelled vesture shone through the trans- 
parent veil that covered her, like light 
behind a mist, appearing more brilliant 
by the dispersion of its rays* But to her 
father's sight, fond as he was of pomp, 
the virgin bloom of her youthful face, 
breathing nature's purest rose and lily, 
lit by the loveliest eyes of tender inno- 
cence ; these were to him, with his views, 
the most precious gems behind that lucid 
gauze. He saw the start she gave, on 
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discerning her splendid image in the 
glass ; and smiling, told her not to be 
astonished, for she only appeared now, 
what she ought familiarly to have known 
herself j for, he added, that in this mirror 
she might read the story of her mother's 
lineage. 

" There," said he, " as thou seest thy- 
self now, the hero Ptolemy first beheld 
the first Berenice of thy race ; and such 
was her daughter, of thy name also, when 
she won a second monarch of Egypt, by 
her own heroic spirit ; and whose bright 
locks, in ensign of that triumph, were 
consecrated by her royal husband, — till 
you see them now translated to the skies !" 

Berenice gazed at her father, not at 
herself during this address, " I am 
serious/ 5 continued he; "your mother 
was of the lineage 1 speak of, princely 
as my own. But centuries have rolled 
between it, and its power j and when I 
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met her in the hospital of Saint John, 
ojle of the noble unprofessed sisters of 
mercy there, she was the last germ bf 
that once magnificetit tree, and protidly 
I transplanted it into my bosom. Thou 
art now, what she Was then y the last 
princess of the blood of many sovereigns, 
from the Tigris to the Nile j and there is 
that whisperifcg thy father, Berenice, 
which tells him, thou art born to be the 
mother of many more." 

The magnificence of all she now saw 
under her father's command, and heard s 
of as, connected with him, made nothing 
in what he at present said, appear inclu- 
dible, however incomprehensible it yet 
was to her ; and whether his home would 
finally be beyond the Euphrates ; whithfer 
She understood they were proceedings ih 
charge of the very cavalcade she had 
seen j — or on the other side of the tiver 
of Egypt, she knew not j only she felt, 
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that she did comprehend so much, as that 
her father possessed royal claims some- 
where ; and, whenever gained, she waa 
to share, them with him. But, to be with 
him always, was her sufficient kingdom. 
Therefore looking on him with all the 
legitimate homage of the filial heart, she 
again obeyed the impulse of his conduct- 
ing arm. 

The apartment into which he led her, 
was all immense saloon, entirely open 
towards the garden, where it fronted the 
coolest point of the heavens in that di~ 
mate ; and where shade, and fountains, 
and every refreshment from vernal na- 
ture, were visible. The chamber itsejf 
seemed that of a palace j being wrought 
with gorgeous traceries, shriaeJike 
tBcreens, and gilded columns; with every 
other accompaniment of satrap luxury. 
Towards the higher end were two low 

R« 
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chairs, cushioned with cloth of gold, and 
elevated on a slightly-raised platform, 
tsoyeted with a similar carpet. In one of 
these the Prince de Bouillon seated his 
daughter, and then told her, she should 
Boon see, as if in image, something of the 
countries which had once been her ances- 
tors, and might be hers again; a small 
train of persons of her own sex, from 
some of these woiild immediately enter, 
each bringing to her a little offering of 
duty; which must be rewarded, by her 
making a sign to Rhodie, who would then 
stand at her side* to present each with a 
purse of gold, of which an open coffer 
near her was filled to the brim. When 
they had performed their tasks, the mes- 
senger of his friend would next approach : 
"And," remarked her father, "I shall 
trust to your own graciousness, to receive 
his gallant tribute as becomes the daughter 
of a prince of chivalry !" 
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Berenice listened to all this, with the 
ingenuous delight of youthful expectation; 
a sort of temporary intoxication, from so 
many objects of strange romantic vision, 
which had, and were to be, presented to 
her sight ; and there was even an echo 
in her young, glowing heart, to the latter 
adjuration. — Her slight veil being quite 
off her face when alone with her father, 
her eye, in her reply, reflected for once 
the whole flashing grandeur of his own. 
He thought he now saw the loftiness of 
ambition there, as well as the conscious* 
ness of inborn nobleness j — and his soul 
was on fire to declare all within it, 

" Berenice !'* cried he, laying his hand 
on her shoulder, and rapturously regard- 
ing her radiant countenance, dimming 
indeed the ornaments about her ; but he 
felt, he dared not yet trust the fulness 
of his triumph to his hps j and he turned 

r a 
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hastily, as if to the sound of the ap- 
proaching stepsw 

The next instant Rhodie appeared at 
one of the portals, and dressed as Be* 
renice had never seen her j the cost- 
liness of the materials, being equal to that 
of any of the superb- train who imme- 
diately followed her. From the Euphrates 
west, to the Indus east ; from the Caspian 
north, to the Great Sea south ; from ak 
most every country between those famed 
divisions of Asia, one beautifuL native 
presented herself habited in the fashion 
of her people, and bearing, on golden 
salvers, choice perfumes^ or rick silks oir 
staffs, or precious stones j all according 
to the coua*tries whence the presenters 
seemed to come ; who laid them, sue* 
cessively, at the feet of Berenice j and 
then* passed on, bowing, and veiling their 
eyes with their hands, as if from the 
dazzling of her beauty. 
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Berenice was not less astonished at the 
varied beauty in these fair Asiatics them* 
selves, than by the evident value of the 
offerings they had brought; and she had 
opportunity to observe the ladies, for 
they did not withdraw, — but on each 
receiving her little present from Rhodie, 
made a profound obeisance, and arranged 
herself with the others, in a kind of 
semicircle, on the opposite quarter of 
the room* They had scarcely thus placed 
themselves, when the curtain of the great 
portal into the chamber opened, »nd two 
black attendants appeared, one bearing 
a large golden vase, breathing a fragrance 
which immediately filled the whole ropm ; 
3,nd the other a waving banner, which, 
by its vernal hne and motion* added * 
feeling of freshness to the ' air it eonr 
ftontly agitated. Between them w**lke£ 
*a »ugyu»t4aol«ng peysongge, m ajestMy 
and nwrtiaUy grayed, witfc <fwm* 
' e 4 
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kaftan, and shawls, and glittering dagger 
hilt ; and a chelenk in his turban, of* the 
finest jewels. But even that august head, 
bent to the? ground on approaching Be- 
renice. Her father was then seated in 
the chair next her y and the veil of jC&s, 
he had again cast over her, hung Over 
her face and figure, like a tent of woven 
mist, thrpugh which she shone as a half- 
hidden star. 

Three times the Emit bowed, while ad- 
vancing to her; and each time her head in- 
stinctively did the same. Eustace inclined 
his head also ; but he did not rise to 
receive him. When the Emir reached the 
step of the platform on which she and 
her father sat, he took a roll of vellum 
from the bosom of his vest, also a small 
casket, and raising first the one, and 
then the other, above his head, and then 
touching them reverentially with his lips, 
he opened both. The vellum he pre- 
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sented to the prince, who then stood up 
to receive it ; the contents of the casket 
was a broad bracelet of emeralds, linked 
with diamonds of the purest watqr known 
in the east. That bracelet had been the 
subject of many a tale, and many a min* 
strel song. He held it towards Berenice, 
bent down before her on his knee, and 
with the long dark fringes of his eye- 
lashes dropped reverentially both to her 
and the royal pledge he held. She then 
saw his face ; and it was that of a man 
in the meridian of his life, handsome, 
warlike, and noble; but with the beard 
of the Moslem, as well as the turban, — 
How strange, she thought, was this 
scene ! — and again she remembered that 
in the dell of the mount; — and the 
Hadje's talisman ; — and she was glad 
she had cast it from her. — But her father 
was now with her ; and why should she 
shrink from any people, where he was ? 
r 5 
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Eustace smiled on the Emir, and on 
his daughter; and taking the bracelet 
from the former, first touched the vellum 
scroll with it, which he immediately put 
to his lips ; and then, himself, clasped 
the gorgeous ornament on his daughter's 
arm. 

" It is that which was worn by the bride 
of Haroun Alraschid!" exclaimed the 
Emir -at the moment, every female head 
in the chamber bowed itself to the very 
floor ; and the august messenger himself 
did the same, while he yet more im- 
pressively added : " Great Prince ! in 
this thy daughter, a lovelier than Zo- 
beide, adorns the bond of happiness. 
May my lady live for ever !" 

At this word, two Ethiop boys, bear- 
ing small silver trumpets, and standing 
rather behind the curtains of the portal, 
blew a sort of glad clarion to the train 
without; and the answering clash of 
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tymbals, with the rpU pf the drum, and 
the shout pf many people, aud a pecu- 
liarly appalling sound, like a burst of 
thunder broken by a whirlwind, the roar 
of the elephants, rose at once from be- 
yond the garden. 

But by a glance on her father's face* 
Berenice read there was nothing really 
to alarm in all this j rather the reverse ; 
and therefore such acclamations, with 
their uproarious accompaniments, she sup- 
posed must be meant in compliment to 
him, and connected with his receiving 
the scroll from his great ally ; probably, 
she thought, the treaty between them : 
for she did not understand the language 
in which the Emir had addressed him* 

During the noise, which was repeated 
thrice, and while every head was again 
bowed down before him veiling their 
eyes, he gave his hand to his daughter, 
and led her from the chamber. What 
a 6 
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was then in her heart ? — Alas, Berenice ! 
more of the daughter of a prince, than 
of the novice of Oh vet ! 



He conducted her to his private apart- 
ment ; and seated her near an open 
veranda, which looked far over the desert; 
then blending its golden tints from the 
sunken sun, into the silvery hues of the 
prevailing moonlight. The air was very 
tranquil j and the lofty beatings of Be- 
renice^ bosom, began to subside amid the 
serenity of sublime nature. Her father, 
meanwhile, walked the room in silence ; 
his pulses were perturbed, but his coun- 
tenance did not betray it ; yet he once 
or twice turned his eyes upon her ; and, 
when she met them, at the moment he was 
approaching her to speak, she then saw 
they were full of anxious matter. 

" Berenice/* said he, " not an ear is 
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near us now ! — and thy destiny, the des- 
tiny of thy father, shall be wholly re- 
vealed. While I speak, my daughter, let 
your heart answer all its own questions ! 

— You know who I am j. who your 
mother was.' Both sprung from a race 
of monarchs ; both deprived of their birth- 
right ! — She, now in her grave ; I, a 
wanderer from land to land, seeking 
some just hand to help me to my own. 
Edessa should have been mine, when 
Baldwin, my brother, transferred it to 
Baldwin de Bourg, a mere knight ; but 
whose wiles were surer than his sword ! 

— Jerusalem should have been mine, 
when Baldwin, my brother, bequeathed 
it to this same De Bourg ! — What, then? 

— Did gratitude, in any way, bind him 
to respect the race that made him? — 
No ! — He told me to my teeth, that this 
or that, were all preferred before me ; 
a train of successors were planned, and 
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my name M % none of them } ~~ that ths 
very least of them all, was worth the best* 
now left of the De Bouillon ! 

** He told me this, and lived, Berei^ice ! 
~- but thanks to his prepared cowardice, 
and a band of concealed mercenaries, 
wretches from the mountains, who sprang 
upon me, and wrenched the sword from 
my hand, that would soon have made 
a Woody gap in that recreant roll ! 

« Whither, then, did I flee ? — Not to 
Aatioch ; not tp Edessa ! — ajl, all* were 
filled with my enemies j for all dreaded 
the name of Eustace! — and well was I 
aware, that the fate which had held me 
ten years imprisoned in England, wheu 
the jealosy of its usurping king shut 
up his brave brother and myself there, 
would have plunged me into deeper dun- 
geons here in Palestine, ~~ Think, my 
Berenice* think of thy father, menaced, 
ambushed like a ruffian ! ~ Think of the 
17 
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victorious arm, which had planted the first 
standard of the crusaders on the walls of 
Edessa, — on the towers of Jerusalem, 

— think of that arm, pinioned like a 
slave's, in the very city I had won } and 
by the hands of the basest hirelings of 
the robber of my rights V Think of 
thy father — the brother of Godfrey 
de Bouillon, banished, like a reprobate, 
from the Holy Land ! — and by whom ? 

— Baldwin de Bourg, his bowing hench- 
man ! — Where fled I then? —even to yon 
desert ! My single arm atone, against 
the beasts of prey, and the bold chal- 
lenge of the avowed despoiler ! — But I 
fared kinder there, than with my kin- 
dred, my people, and a crouching hy- 
pocrite! 

" Berenice, would you not do much 
for them who there sheltered thy father? 

— who served, cherished, and honoured 
him? — yea, who treated him like a 
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brother, till he almost forgot the mortal 
wound within his breast ! — and these 
were, what you may yet possibly deem 
strangers to us, Berenice !" 

" Strangers ? — my father !" cried she ; 
" they are to me as brothers, as sisters 
indeed ! —And what would I do, you ask 
me, to show them my gratitude ? — Ah, 
rather say, what would I not do ? — to 
prove a gratitude, boundless as my duty — 
as your daughter's love, my father !" The 
latter words were uttered with all the 
devoted, the reverential piety, that then 
filled her soul. 

"Berenice," continued he, "at. the 
head of these people — but I do not 
mean the wild Asiatic people of this 
desert — there are noble countries, be- 
yond the deserts yet farther distant; 
and at the head of one of those, is the 
•sovereign, whose slaves, sent to attend 
you, you have seen in those women 
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who laid his offerings at your feet; 
whose captain of his own guards, sent to 
do me honour, you have beheld in that 
Emir. This house also, is his j prepared, 
ere I set forth from my palace in his 
kingdom, to be my daughter's lodging 
in my return j and the sage that holds 
it in charge, is his servant ; and every 
living creature you have looked upon, 
within and without its walls, since you 
entered them, are his ; — and all collected 
together on this spot to serve my child ! 
yet, that is but a drop in the' tide of his 
full faith! 

" Edessa is now beleaguered by his forces. 
— That treacherous city, once mine ! the 
war-steed of Eustace de Bouillon, will 
on as it wont} — and Berenice shall see 
her father crowned in Jerusalem J — Yes, ' 
my daughter, I go with thee, to the des- 
tiny of thine own mounting spirit — for 
I saw it, like an eagle pluming for the 
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sun, — the moment I beheld thipe eye 
measure the rocks of Jericho !" 
* He paused. — Berenice had risen frop^ 
her seat All that was within her of 
daughter, ay, and of son also, was then 
jQttsed in her heart and sou! ; all, too, 
that was within her, of that strange ro- 
mantic chivalry, born in her bosopa like 
an instinct, was op fire.— * It was not 
Wood and horrors she thought op, ip the 
beleaguered field ; it was not wounds 
apd death she saw, whep she triumphed 
in her father's victory j nor did she thep 
see aught in his becoming sovereign of 
Jerusalem, thap his succession by lawful 
right, and the just resignation of the 
present king. The glory, then, was alone 
present with her; and her mipd's eye 
beheld her fathers seated on his throne, 
brighter to her ip his fame, than from 
gpy splepdor of his royal magpifik^pce ! 
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She had not power to speak, the depth 
of her sympathy with her father's wrongs? 
the mightiness of her thoughts, in his 
triumph over his enemips ; but, clasping 
his hand frequently between hers, and 
raising her eyes, full of filial enthusiasm, 
to heaven, — she pressed it closely to her 
heart ; and the beatings there, told that 
the silence of her lips did not reign there. 

Then, turning those devoted eyes on 
him, her bosom heaved yet more strug- 
glingly, till at last she articulated — « My 
father, the daughter's spirit is % thine.-p~ 
I fed it — nor even in dangers, nor in 
death, would I wish another destiny than 
thine. 59 

w My own I my own I" cried he, snatch- 
ing her to his bosom : " Berenice I 
kings lean from their clouds, to hear and 
own thee! But it ia not to dangers 
and death, I lead my treasured child ; 
*tis to the pavilion of my victory to 
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a borne of seated greatness ; and, what 
is clearer to thee, of munificence, bound- 
less as thy heart. — But, who gives it to 
my daughter? — Not herfather again 
he paused. 

" Ah ! Heaven, indeed, gives it ; and 
every other blessing, to my father, and 
to me!" ardently replied Berenice ; "and 
my life, were it to eternity, could never 
speak my gratitude !" 

" Heaven, in its agent, gives it to thee, 
my Berenice !" answered he : " The great 
sovereign to whose side I conduct you, 
bestows it all ; — the happy husband, 
to whose arms I lead you, to repay him 
all I" 

When the latter part of this reply was 
uttered, Berenice hardly knew what it 
all said ; for, when she heard that it was 
to a husband she was going, her heart 
became mute, and her ears' further sense 
was lQst to her.^To a hushand! a strange, 
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unknown husband's home, her father was 
taking her — not to his own ! — and the 
sudden shock of dire disappointment 
wrung her to the inmost souL She felt, 
indeed, that the desert was now before 
her, for — he was to leave her ^t the 
end! — and how? 

" Oh, my only parent !" cried she, at 
lastforcing utterance : " It is your destiny, 
that is to be mine ! — It is for you I live ! 
— give me to another, and I die." She 
hung, trembling, on his bosom, while she 
feebly spoke. Eustace felt the chaste, 
the pleading pulse of his daughter's heart. 
All the timid woman, all the clinging 
fondness of the child were there ; but no 
longer one lofty throb of the imagination $ 
no longer one single beat, of that latent 
" pride of life," born with all who come 
into the world ! 

He looked down on that lovely virgin 
face, youthful, innocent in all its smiles 
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of happiness ; and on the heart beneath 
it, — devoted to him, as part of his very- 
being — his better being !" For there was 
yet a point, to which he must urge her, 
that, he foresaw, might place him on a 
throne ; but this trusting daughter's love 
and reverence, would be lost to him for 
ever! 

" Berenice !" said he, and the tone 
entered her heart and soul ; for all that 
was tender and noble in his own, were 
then in his voice — "Berenice, let me 
look on thee ? Look in my eyes, my 
child ? — Dost thou not see there, that 
thy father loves thee ? — Yes, my daugh- 
ter ; and as he has never yet loved wo- 
man. Berenice, thy father could die for 
thee ; but, in living, he must exist to a 
duty beyond himself; — his renown ! 
Eustace de Bouillon must not perish, and 
leave his name in basement !" 
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While this was speaking, Berenice did 
indeed see all her father was then feeling, 
as printed on his expressive countenance $ 
and the writing made her his. 

" My father," cried she, with the ge- 
nerous' glow of entire self-dedication to 
his will, mantling from her bosom to her 
cheek ; " what am I, that I should set 
limits to my duty to thee ! My love has 
none. Do with me what you please. 
But — if I am to be another's — " she 
stopped, gaspingly, and with a paleness 
unto death, — and then added — " Oh, 
let me not be always separated from the 
parent, that is my all in this world ! This 
kindless world, into which I followed thee, 
my father, to live and die with thee, and 
lie down in the same grave at last !" 

Her head lay on his bosom, when she 
said this ; and her tears were there also. 
* tie felt that he could not himself bear to 
crush the fond confiding faith, that now 
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rested there, — even like a dove on a vol- 
cano's mouth ; — and he knew, that the 
utterance of his full answer to what she 
had just said, wheneverit was pronounced, 
would do it Therefore, he tenderly kissed 
her forehead, and with stifled emotion 
only replied : — 

" This is enough for the present. The 
young votaress of a convent life, may well 
be shaken by the new views I have opened 
to her — the destiny of happiest woman ; 
to leave her father's house, to love, and be 
beloved by other than her kindred ! But 
we shall travel now, and .think no more 
of these things, till the banks of the Eu- 
phrates rise before us; and then, my 
child, you shall be told the name of him, 
your father's benefactor, who awaits you 
beyond them* But not to take you from 
your father ; rather to unite himself with 
me the firmer,; even as a son with a lather ] 
And you, my child, will have given him 
16 
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to me, as a son, who has my fate at his 
command! Go then to thy rest, and 
sleep sweetly on that conviction ; for to- 
night must see us on our journey." 



When Berenice found herself returned 
into her own chamber, to retire for an 
hour or two's repose ; for they were indeed 
to start that night with the meridian moon, 
for their long travel across the desert ; 
she felt like a creature walking under 
the influence of some strong exciting, 
yet benumbing opiate. To become a wife, 
and so suddenly, and to a being she had 
never seen ! again recurred to her, with 
shuddering. " Yet what of that ?" cried 
she to herself, while throwing her throb- 
bing head upon her pillow; — "he is 
my father's benefactor. And what must 
he be, in nobleness as well as power, to 

VOL. II. s 
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whom Eustace de Bouillon wauld give 
sudh a title !<' 

B«t to become the wedded partner of 
any man, had, indeed, never entered the 
thoughts of the young, and almost pro- 
fessed nun of Saint Mary's ; and again 
and again shrinking from the idem $ff of 
a sacrifice that only her father could have 
cfatimed; and, only for that father would 
it ever have been contemplated; in a sort 
of stunned mignation, she dropt sud* 
denly to sleep. 

The time was short she slept, but it 
was long enough to have shed a calm of 
comfort over her troubled $puit. She 
dreamt that her father led h^r oyer the 
desert to a green mountain ; that the- side 
of the mountain had a great cave in it, 
out of which a. war-chariot, like those of 
antiquity, came fortb ; anda^erson^ge wa* 
in it, dressed in the manner jof the Emir* 
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but of a younger and more beautiful as* 
pect; and she thought bis face wra lake 
that of Die Beaufort* a* she saw it in the 
lightning, On seeing her, this person* 
age stretched out his hand to her, and 
put a ring upon her finger ; and with his 
other hand placed a crown, on the head 
of her father j who immediately looked 
no longer like his present self, the noble 
wreck alone of transcendent manly beauty, 
but such as he most have been: wiiei* 
hailed the Arintheus of Edessa j — 
and, smiling, he took her hand, and said, 
"Now, I perform my promise —come 
with me Yon have the ring; but 
your spouse is in heaven. Come to my* 
home, and yours !" 

" Angels have ministered to me in my 
sleep!" she softly murmured to herself 
when she waked; "and by this sweet 
dream of pres^gs, have made kind con* 
p$osation, for the horrible visitation of a , 
s 2 
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former night! I thank thee, Father in 
Heaven ! if it is to be so ! Short is to be 
our time, till we come to his lasting 
dearer home — t^ie home where my mo- 
ther waits us !" 

Thus calmed, the calm of a sacredly 
assured spirit ; it was even with a cheerful 
step, she obeyed the call of her father's 
voice, and gave him her hand to lead her 
to the train. She was now enveloped in 
a veil impenetrable to any eye ; but every 
knee bent before her, while she passed, 
and turbaned heads swept the dust ; yet 
the universal silence, and the monotony 
of action, made the whole appear more 
like a piece of nicely-constructed ma- 
chinery, and the actors !mere automatons 
impelled by some master spring, than 
human beings showings reverence and 
regret. How different from the scene of 
her departure from Olivet! But there 
was the living squI, and she was a simple 



Digitized by 



A RECORD. S89 

maid, parting from those that loved her ! 
Here* indeed, was every display of honour 
to the daughter of a prince. The pas- 
sages she trod, were laid with carpets ? 
and flaming censers, breathing aromatic 
fragrance, lit her steps to the great gate 
of the mansion. There, man's illumin- 
ation was extinguished ; for the night 
shone in all the soft splendour of an 
Asiatic climate. There, too, were drawn 
up in array, the travelling cavalcade ; all 
glittering under the brilliant stars. 

The moment Eustace and his daughter 
appeared at the gate, every standard 
bowed, and the cymbals proclaimed their 
approach. Berenice now felt the charm 
of these pompous novelties dissolved,' by 
tlie knowledge they were likely to be- 
coifte too familiar to her ; but, while 
again observing the pointed spears, and 
crescfcjit pennons, glancing in the moon- 
beams, she could not refrain from; the 
s 3 
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*ighing reflection^ — • " Ah, why does the 
magnanimous sovereign that is my father^ - 
friend, and w&© commands so many na- 
tions, why does he employ this host of 
infidels?" 

The tboraght was chiHing to her, t81> 
turning her head, she sawthe object dfher 
#ish, asrttreir companions at least } a troop 
of warriors, anaaed cap-d-pie, like crusade 
soldiers j and from amidst them, the 
proud charger wa& brought rearing, anal 
bounding from the earth, that her father 
was to mount. But first, at a signal, 
, the white elephant came forward, and 
crouched down on his knees; and to the 
side of this magnificent creature, Eustace 
led lm daughter. 

« Berenice,** said he, " you will not 
fear to be carried by this noble animal V* 

''Berenice feaara nothing on this earthy 
but bekgdivi<ledflxlmherfitther!* , waa 
bcr answer. 
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u Cozen an angel from his orb !— and 
that voice, and look, will do it," thought 
be \ " but k lies not in earth, or heaven, 
to coaen the ambition, of man, from its 
ot^ectl" 

He placed her within the golden* 
tissued canopy , or Esther tent, which this 
regal creature bore; — and all around, 
under its splendid draperies, testified the 
same royal hand in the dispensation of 
i& furniture. It seemed a palace cham- 
ber in miniature : —and Rhodie held 
her attendance within its ample circle, 
bat divided from her fedy*» paviliwfc by 
the intervention of a thicker curtain; 
In placing his daughter, Eustace told 
fee*, that the chief df the ladies* she had 
iseen, now hers, would occupy^ the ele^ 
phants on each side of hers, in waiting 
of her commands; while the o<fee*s> of 
subordinate sfervice, were close in attend* 
vtoCty on> their respective camels. The 
s 4 
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Emir would head his charge, on his own 
elephant, , in the van. Berenice's train 
, would occupy the centre. — " And for 
myself," added he, " yonder is my brave 
Bucephalus. It will bear me gallantly, 
thy guard . across * those burning satids, 
where the wild tribes as often track the 
way as the kindly Bedouin. But were 
they in armies, ybu are secure with such 
a host as this. Therefore rest happy, 
my own Berenice !" and his lips, her 
father's lips, touched her hand ; — * < s for 
yon new-orbed moon will hardly have 
shaped herself into the ensign of the 
east, before you see the Euphrates ; — 
thine ^ own Euphrates ! — the herald of 
him, whose name and arms await thee 
there ; to hail and bless, both child and 
parent!" 

) Berenice then answered his radiant 
smile, '.with one as bright, though it wa3 
full of maiden meekness ; for her dream 
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had brooded on her memory, and seemed, 
by even, its; betrothment, to'sanctiiy^the' 
espousals to which he was conducting, 
hen Her lips then bent to her father 5 ^ 
hand, , and he left her. > 
The elephant rose, still as a steam from 
the earth ; and ere she knew he had 
stirred, she saw herself above the whole 
travelling train ; for he was of the royal 
elephants, . the highest ia the stud. The 
trumpets blew, and the array moved on. 
Berenice knew she moved ; but so gentle 
was the motion, that sailing : over the 
bosom of tliose sands, when spread with 
smooth waters, could not have been more 
imperceptible to her senses. She looked 
up to the yet orbing planet; for there 
were curtained openings in her pavilion, 
to command the views she pleased ; — 
she looked around, from side to side of 
the apparently interminable plain, 
s 5 
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The travelling traiiv though: released 
from the trammel of a tegular line, 
fetched far to the right and to the 
left. Her father's troop, alone, held in 
compact body ; while the crescent horse- 
men, were scattered extensively about in 
groups of different numbers, retiringly 
on the look-out against any hostile ob- 
ject Yet, widely spread as was all this 
scene, it appeared a speck on that vast 
trackless waste j a waste, without tree, 
or shrub, or blade of grass j or moving 
creature* save themselves. — All was si- 
lent ; — like the world, ere it was bidden 
to teem with life } all lay under the deep 
concave of the firmament, where the 
moon, and the stars, and all the host of 
them, shining in brightness, were indeed 
singing, in their harmonious movements, 
their Creator's praise j such anthems of 
the skies, when "the evening and the 
moraing" were the beginning of days ! 
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^Wbsrewc I go, Hum" cried Be- 
renice, " thou, my God* yet with 
mei for thou clapp6at in the World with 
thy hand! — and, where that is> there is 
ahelter ; there is the protection of a 
parent J" 

The desert was not thea alone in her 
thought* ; but the world beyond that 
desert j full of newness of life to her, 
lull of duties* she trembled to contem- 
plate! 

• • • • 

u Back to the world, and bravely dare, 
OP grief or wrong thy destined share ; 

Resume life's load : 
Mourn not, but cheer thy kindred dust ; 
And for thy final blessing, trust 
Safely thy God!" 4 



\k large gap was here in the original MS. ; but the sense 
of the passages lost, may easily be imagined by the reader, 
from the context of what remains.] 



Rhodie w$pt day and night, and smote 
her breast, and told her beads, and wept 
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again. The poor Bedouin women in 
vain tried to comfort her. 
> " No !" cried she ; " he has gone 
down into the depth in his sins ; and 
there is no consolation for the mourner of 
the wicked !" 

Berenice listened to her despair, with 
a yearning pity that rent yet more her own 
bleeding heart; for she could not say, 
" He might repent, and be saved, even 
in the expiring moment !" 

There was no such conscious moment, 
to him, nor to any who perished with 
him. The blast had passed over all, in 
their sleep, and they were no more. Yet 
Berenice did not relinquish her attempt 
at soothing these agonies of the soul, in 
her faithful servant ; though, alas ! too 
truly responded by her own ; and again 
and again she drew the camel she rode, 
closer to the animal which carried Rhodie, 
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repeating to her, the oitfy consolations of 
her own heart. 

" Think," cried she, " on the mercy 
granted us ! that we are spared from the 
death, to pray, with faith unceasingly, 
for the souls of the unannealed ! not the 
lost! — for who shall dare pronounce, 
that any being created in the image of 
Him, before whom it now lies prostrate, 
is lost for ever ?" 

Rhodie wept yet more bitterly. " I 
cannot pray; my soul is seared like his. 
Oh, that night, that fatal night ! when 
the mocking of the river, rose upon the 
desert, and deceived us all; when the 
feast of the false one, was given to us; and 
the Emir drew the curse of heaven upon 
Us, by proclaiming that my Christian lady, 
would cross that river to be the Caliph's 
spouse ! Then it was, I too, tasted the 
abomination of the just, and forgot Him, 
whose face I dare never seek again ! — 
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then it im^ Orodes drank wine with my 
lord's warriors ; then it was be sought, 
and found me in my tent, where weari- 
aeis m revelry had bound me fast in 
steep. He roused, and boasted of his 
sins to me j that he had abjured his holy 
faith; that he had sold himself to the 
great Caliph, for a golden chain, and 
Zrhmem faker than I; and: then he ut- 
tered blasphemies, I dare not tell of-** 
but they showed me my own vileness, in 
having tasted from the same cup! a 
drui*kennes& unto death ! He fell before 
me, cursing in his sleep : — Oh ! in that 
very moment, the tent around me felt 
like the mouth of heft — and I fled to 
youfs. It was the wing of the destroy* 
ing angel! and it came, and found him 
in that sleep — and so he died ! — speak, 
gracious lady, to those stones, to live— 
md then I may believe Orodes par- 
doned!!* 



Digitized by Google 



A RECORD* 



The ruffian Courd had indeed so per- 
ished. But that messenger of death, the 
cfirfe samiel of the desert; had not come 
to blast the criminal alone ; all were lost* 
of* the whole travelling host, excepting 
its scanty remnant of three ; and one of 
them, was a transgressor; even more 
guilty, than the wretched, ignorant, 
apostate, who had been swallowed by the 
grave! 

Her father ! O ! what & thought, for a 
daughter, who had set her soul upon him, 
as the great, and good, and injured j for 
whose just fame and rights* she would 
have sacrificed, dearer than her life, her- 
self, to another home than his! But 
when the tale was told, that horrible 
night ! He, yet professing Christianity j 
he, yet wearing its cross upon his breast ; 
was leading a train of trusting followers, 
born in Christian lands, to league with 
infidels j to draw their swords, against 
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their brother's breast ! He was leading 
his daughter, the offspring of his blood ; 
she who had been baptised by the tears of 
a Christian mother, to be the partner of an 
infidel's bed ; to be the mother of a race, 
swearing eternal hatred to the Christian 
name ! And, by such sale, he was to 
purchase the crown of Jerusalem j to be 
anointed there, by Moslem hands ! 

Berenice withered to the heart, when- 
ever} these recollections' came over her; 
and blest the insensibility, which, seizing 
her the moment of their frightful expo- 
sition to her ear, had shut every sense 
that direful night, indeed of sin and judg- 
ment ! And when she waked ; how was 
it. Not where the tending hands of new 
sworn, busy slaves, had laid their future 
empress j not in the abhorred pavilion, of 
the dark undoer of her father's fame, and 
sbul ; but on the barren waste ! drenched 
with the contents 6f the bath, which had 
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been prepared from a near well for her 
morning refreshment j and which the hurl 
of the sudden samiel, had precipitated 
with the falling tent The silken curtain 
of that tent, lay heavy over her, when 
Rhodie, then by her side, attempted to 
, raise her head from the fearful trance, 
which seemed to haVe held them both, 
— and feeling about with her hand, 
gaspingly exclaimed ! " Where am I ?" 
Berenice's voice faintly responded Rho* 
die's name j and, trying to rise also, 
found herself borne down again by the 
folds of the yet wet curtain j which had, 
in fact, been their preservation, from the 
samiePs destructive breath. 

A Word of horror from Rhodie, then 
told her what must have happened. And, 
while the awe-struck Courd, who had 
once experienced the same, was Speaking 
in a tone as if she feared to rouse the 
just slumbered demon of the waste; 
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while all around, save that one feeble* 
tremWing whisper, lay in the soundless 
stillness of a dead repose, a&if they two, 
of* all the living beings who had been 
moving iheve only * few hoars before, 
were alone existing; Berenice thought 
pidy of her father, her guilty, yet beloved 
father ! and could herself or cries, have 
broke that tent, in search of hira y she 
would haw done it But feer struggle 
wa& in vaia j feint, and in despair, she 
fell bade upon the earth. And, that was 
the moment, in which Heaven shed its 
unwearied mercy on her ! 

The dreadful muteness of the air was 
shaken, by the appalling cry of one voic* 
— ** Does any live around* me ?" A fear- 
ful pause succeeded ; and no repiy was 
made from other voice, than their feeble 
attempts, which, from distance could not 
be heard by him who spoke. But again 
that cry sounded, louder and nearer ; 
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aud Berenice distinguished that it was 
her father's; now calling franticly for * 
has daughter, amidst the heaps of move- 
less, Uackehkig dead- Desperate, it 
teemed to recede, or to advance, as he 
fled front place to place, wherever the 
sands were tracked by the prostrate tents, 
w marked by the drifted mound. . Again 
and again the failing cries of Rhodie and 
Berenice, essayed to answer his incessant 
palls ; but still the weight and thickness 
of their coverings seem to quench all 
sound. At last, he rushed towards the 
spot— a gleam of the lurid sky, stariking 
on the golden pinnacle of the royal tent, 
he discovered where it lay. 

u Berenice ! my daughter \" again 
rung from his agonized lips, and with aU 
the despair in his soul j for he felt, if no 
voice answered him here, he was indeed 
ak»*e! 
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But that voice did speak ; did cry, to- 
wards him ; and the fainting, eager hands 
struck against the mass of silk, beneath 
which she and Rhodie lay. A father's 
arms, soon rent a passage for her ; and 
Berenice was clasped within them. 
Rhodie stood up, and looked ailxiously 
around. . She uttered not a word ; nor 
did Eustace say aught, but held his 
daughter to his, heart, and bent his face 
on hers. She, dumb with terrific awe, 
breathed to God alone, her gratitude, 
upon that breast His mercy, had yet pre- 
served* But suddenly, the bursting 
shrieks of Rhodie, broke the dismal 
silence j and the sounds were fearful ; 
loud and shrill, as if the air were void, 
and the cry would unimpeded reach to the 
dome of heaven. " Orodes! Where is 
Orodes?" 

u He sleeps, with the rest, Rhodie !" > 
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Berenice, gasped, and shuddered, in 
horror at the words, which implied that 
all were lost. He felt the cold chill of 
her frame, shoot into his veins. " Bere- 
nice !" cried he : " Look up, my child; 
and let your father see, that in this hour, 
like the judgment-day, you can look 
upon him, and not upbraid him ? You 
can see him stricken, and not join the 
fiends in torturing, what they have 
ruined !" 

Berenice's soul trembled, at this adjur- 
ation. She felt the parent's throbbing 
heart against hers ; but the desperation 
of his soul, was still too manifest in the 
impious reference at the end ; ,and in 
which the sternness of command, again 
mingled with the wringing tenderness of 
the father. But she obeyed, and turned 
her eyes upon him. 

" My father !" cried she, " you know, 
that only Heaven's law, 1 is dearer to * m e 
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than your will ! And, oh, what have 
fiends to do with ypu and me ? Have not 
angels saved us ?" 

He did not answer this, but held her 
firmly to his bopom a few moments, with- 
out speaking again ; his face was hidden 
on her shoulder. Ehodie, meanwhile, 
was seated, weeping om the ground. Her 
sobs aroused him. He started from his 
position. " We must act stay, aad perish 
here !" cried he. " Berenice, if ym 
have courage, now summon it ; whether 
it come from yoqr sense of Heaven's pro* 
tection, or your natural strength of mind, 
brace yourself to meet a sight that may 
appal all of woman within you. But you 
must look it, to have any chance of 
leaving it Some horse or camel, may be 
left alive, to bear you hence !" . 

Berenice did brace herself. She rahed 
her head; and looked before, Around 
her. The sky was brazen red in front ; 
19 
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audi these the sarnie!'* hmsrid Wedt was 
wandering westward* abws, behind, 
was lurid grey ; the ashy shuoud whence 
death had ^Klthis shafts.-- The plain lay 
vast, and without one obstructing object > 
^ Wher^, then, were the mighty host, 
the splendid encampment she had seen 
pitched the evening before? Where, the 
crowds of reposing animals? the gallant 
train of warrior^ sporting with the girid, 
or the $pear ? Where, the Emir ? whose 
delegated voice, had proclainp&d her 
doom to the whole camp ! Whers> the 
young female slaves from so many coun- 
tries whose beautiful feces her sw^onwig 
fibres had faintly discerned, flitting about 
her in that veny teat,, hardly a few hours 
ago lw She did act ask of these,, by 
words : but the slowly moving. eye, pass, 
ing in horrid Qb&errataon over the scathed 
lewd of the 4f»eit> whem tbet mm raised 
wmdhaaps, with the faUe»j$mt$^ilei^and 
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dark, lay in motionless disorder $' that look 
put the question, and that look answered 
it She turned from the dreadful dreary 
spectacle ; and her eye met her father's, 
who stood watching her countenance. 

" Yes !" cried he ; t€ that dust covers 
them all !" "May God defend us!" 
broke from her parched lip, as her head 
sunk upon his bosom. 

" It is terrible," cried he j u but we 
must breast it. We must exert ourselves ; 
for a few minutes' longer delay may level 
us with the rest!" He then asked, 
whether she had courage to assist him in 
seeking amongst the heaps, for any living 
animal, ; to aid their flight from the dis- 
mal scene. Rhodie sat in wailing des- 
pair, hearkening neither to persuasion nor 
command. 

Berenice called inwardly on the power 
which alone could strengthen her to such 
a task, and obeyed her father ; but the 
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ghastly sights sbesaw* no aftea-time could 
ever erase from her memory. No area* 
taire with a spark of life remained ; and 
both father and daughter weite returning 
to the spot whence they set out,, in that 
mute conviction of their death being near 
at hand, which gave to each too- true & 
picture of what was passing in the other's: 
breast, when,, just as they reached the aiw 
most inanimate Rhocfe, Eustace uttered 
a shoot of joyful surprise. He discerned 
a band of Bedfcuin Arabs on the vdrge? 
Of the horioora, approaching; from the 
porth, 

" We mtiSt meet them*" cried he,, 
" for the tail of the blast is yet to come $, 
and they will not venture into its sweep* 
— Rhodiev rise acid walk l — * I will carry 
my daughter, she has already done 
enough." 

" I will rise- no more from this spot,'' 
answered the poor mourner, "till the 
vol. n* * 
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resurrection-day, and then Orodes will 
know who loved him ! " 

" Woman !" answered the prince, "he 
deserved not your love." 

" And for that, the greater is my grief" 
replied she; "leave me to the death I 
deserved to share with him, and when we 
meet again, even in the pit of horror, he 
will know and love me then V* 

" Nay, Rhodie," cried Berenice, throw- 
ing her arms about her neck, " you love 
me ! for my sake live ; and be my friend, 
rather than my servant, through my life !" 

The Courd rose, but with a shrieking 
farewell to him she left behind, that 
seemed to cleave the earth on which he 
lay j and drawing her chadre close around 
her, prepared to follow. Eustace took 
his now heavily fatigued daughter up in 
his arms, the languor of the air weighing, 
overwhelmingly, on all the springs of liffe j 
but her slight form was as a mere feather, 
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when borne by the powerful nerve in his 
veins. Swift were his steps over the 
desert, and Rhodie pursued mechani- 
cally ; hence it was not long ere they got 
beyond the dreaded skirts of the samiel, 
and reached the journeying family ; for if 
was no more than a single family, who 
were then returning to their own settle- 
ment near the Euphrates, from a mar- 
riage feast with another tribe, 

Eustace had only to ask their hos- 
pitable help, to obtain it; and a camel 
was awarded to Berenice, who sat on it as 
in a chair, amongst the baled goods the 
animal carried. A share of one, was pro- 
vided for Rhodie, along with the Arab's 
wife; his daughter rode on a chamor, 
and the men performed their journey on 
foot. Their male, guest was therefore 
obliged to do the same ; a hardship to 
him who had been unaccustomed to any 
other mode of travel than the back of a 
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^1-ipaa^ged horse^ perhaps a greater 
tri*4 thft; resolution^ of & knight of 
ctttyaky* thai* tk® tet ©f a, hundred* 
fyatttesj In^t the soul of. Eustace cte 
^quillon trampled on all difficulties how- 
e^ey, he told the old Arab, that if either 
of sons had enterprize to stand the 
b^fcard of the imspeia* samiel, and go 
badk for half, an hour to the spot he had : 
just left, the bold adventurer might 
gather wealth enough from under the 
sfapvelled tents there,, to enrich his whole 
tribe., The patriarch thanked him, iktf 
said his tribe did not know the use of 
riches* therefore it. would be folly to seek 
for wl*at they did not need, so the wisest 
thing would be to speed on ! 

Thttfc thea, did this little knot of 
human beings, proceed eastward over the 
t^ckless wilderness, where not a blade 
q£ grass was. visible* nor even the whig of 
%bud ^iniio^redthe air,— Yet the Arab* 
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mere content fend merry, singing 9ong», 
x)r relating tales, to ears indeed that wtfuftA 
cuot bear them. Rhodie remained in tflife 
mapped despondency of sorrow ttod 
remorse? Berenice, foil of a pftffotmd 
sadness Her fa€her generally walked 
onward alone, a few hundred yards be* 
fore ithe travelling grotfp j the oth* inSh 
jpever left the sides ef 4he woraeta'u 
beasts. Eustace, sometknes, but rarely 
discoursed with tiiem ; but he often dr#w 
near his daughter* ated conversed with 
ber ^cheerfully. — He did &ot refer 
more to the Caliph ; aftd as this recrrrred 
day after day she began to hope that life* 
awful catastrophe they <had ju& escaped, 
might have been a sufficient warning to 
him, that what he had meditated, was^fcefd 
impious a deed for him to dare bringing 
to further fulfillment. 

But it was not so. When the Arabs 
reached a certain point in the desert, 
t 3 
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Eustace induced one of the young men 
to go forward in that direction to Bagdat, 
and there deliver a letter from him to 
The Father of the Faithful This letter 
was no other than the Caliph's own 
epistle to him, which he seiit, to identify 
the truth of the messenger ; and on it 
he wrote with : his pencil, what had be- 
fallen the Emir and the cavalcade; 
whither the little caravan of the Bedouins 
were taking him and his daughter j and 
that thither his sublime majesty must 
send another guard of hoaour to receive 
them. But of this act, Berenice conti- 
nued ignorant j hence the new-bom 
hope within her, began gradually to 
renovate her strength, and soothe her 
spirit. 

The second day after the young Arab 
had been despatched, and while they 
\yere travelling due south, Berenice 
heard a cry of joy from the women 
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"The Phrat! the Phrat!" But she 
did not now turn her animated eye to 
gaze on that river, really flowing a line 
of light along the horizon, whose mirage, 
or rather looming there, a few days be- 
fore, had deceived both her father and 
the Emir. Both had pointed it out to her, 
as the noble Euphrates she had so long 
wished to behold j and then the Emir 
quitted her presence, to perform his 
allotted share in the tragedy of her fate ! 
She, meanwhile, had stood contemplating 
it with all the delight of her enthusiastic 
feelings; and that moment her father 
had seized to repeat to her again — " That 
it was her own Euphrates, she looked 
upon ! That the Caliph of Bagdat, the 
mighty Emperor of all the East, stood 
on its further bank, to hail her as his 
chosen queen ! and, for so rich a prize, 
his arms were to reward her father with 
the thrones of Edessa and Jerusalem !" 
t 4 
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:Bfictnice, wihm she heard iftus, dropt 
in # Ji^f laj^istious srwoon ; and Iliad 

lain, in a prafiwuder trance, tiH she 
^p^ ;aii»dst 'tbe iast horrors of the sa- 
i»£el. Haw, then, could she now raise her 
;eyes loQk upp» that Euphrates, and 
m*t every hideous image rise again from 
ite ifao& before herl-^JShs could not, 
'j$h0idid nofe ,hut buried her Jhead deep in 
ber gaimenfs- 

©rt, :on they travelled, till another ex- 
fdaaaaation issued iiom the lips of all the 
Axak$p~ There is the Birs f ~- now 
wie are ©ear our rest 

Eustacg dare w tp the side of his daugh- 
ter's jeamdL " Berenice," isaid be, " why 
ibid yourself up thus, in approaching 
:socoe pf the most noted oi^ectson this 
#ide the river ? Just before you now, .on 
jhe edge of the desert, (for Berenice had 
•tibeyed her father's voice, in looking up,) 
stiands Blrs-Nmrod. It seems a speck 
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at present, but when you cotiie near, you 
will find it a pile of building, Huge as 
?ome natural mountain/ 9 

Berenice directed her eyes as she was 
desired ; but her father perceived by her 
countenance that she took no interest in 
what she saw. He. asked her whether 
she: knew the history connected with 
that Birs, or tower, for so the word means 
in the Arabic? She replied in the 
negative. 

" Well then," continued he, " that is 
the veritable Tower of Babel ! and all 
around, even the ground over which 
we are now passing, towards it, was 
once covered with the streets and court* 
of mighty Babylon. This is the land 
Shinar." ... 

Berenice's soul was indeed now roused 
to her eyes, and every thing elje was 
forgotten* while her rivetted gaze dwelt 
upon it The women resumed their talk 
t 5 



Digitized by 



418 THE PILGRIMAGE OF BERENICE, 

to Rhodie about the Mrs, and its won- 
ders. j Their tribe held its encampment 
something less than an hour's journey, 
from the walling mound round the great 
wreck of the tower itself. For to live 
any nearer to it, they said, was impos- 
sible, because of the chained demons 
which shrieked there day and night, and 
which had been known to tear piece-nieal 
any rash creature, whether man or beast, 
who ventured within that bounding 
hillock. 

Nevertheless, when the party arrived at 
the horde,; Eustace told the patriarch, 
that he should make his abode in the 
tower, till proper means could be ob- 
tained to enable him and his family to 
proceed upon his. journey. He silenced 
all the old man's remonstrances, by de- 
claring that he had a spell, if it were 
necessary, to keep the fiends in subjec- 
tion j and if any living thing were there 
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to threaten harm, his javelin and his qui- 
ver of arrows would dispose of such also. 
Under this pledge, he was able at last to 
prevail on a stout-hearted young Arab 
and his wife to become a part of his ' 
fiirniture j indeed to supply the place of 
the two Courds, Jthodie having become 
perfectly useless as an attendant, from 
the languor which had succeeded the 
extreme violence of her grief. 

Eustace went forward to select a spot 
for his daughter's residence and his own. 
And he chose it in a deep cave-like hol- 
low, in the side of a pretty wide ravine, 
which appeared to have been cleft in the 
overthrow of the higher terraces of the 
mount or tower. For what remained, was 
of a vast pyramidal form, raised by stu- 
pendous terraces, one over the other, 
(each formerly appropriated as treasure- 
houses, and dwellings for the priests,) 
and all erected of huge bricks from the 
t 6 
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very fotwidaitiorL The cavern had 
chorea, seemed part of 011 aacient pas^ 
•ag^, being lined with a facing of bricks 
of the $&es$ fabric, add looking as fresh 
from the prust of time as if only the 
other 4ay had jpjut them there. It lay 
about half way up the ynpunt The then 
existing sumwut of the pite, rising g^y 
stages above the lime di £be icav^m, ap- 
peared one shattered pile of ruuiSt stawU 
ing Uke the rough qljiff of a crest of 
jWGte that fcad been strwk wi<h Ught> 
niflg> mi shipipg ip bh*cken$d bright- 
iff, thp sup, from the vast masses of 
vftpifipd matter whi<?h had fallen from it* 
yet higher stories the Whole pf which 
ha4 been oast headlong, ajid lay another 
vasf paowtain heap, a short distance for* 
yfw4* wijfoin th? great oompas? of what 
had woe \>o$n that eporcoous temple's 

emu 
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Berenice attentively listened to ail this, 
a* described by her father, (who now 
sought every means to draw her from 
the gloom tfoat darkened her once so 
radiant beauty,) and, with dome of her 
wonted elasticity of step, she mounted 
the Uttle chamor that was to convey her 
to the foot of that stupendous structure, 
the monument of ages i to bear her within 
the yet existing remains of the city, built 
by the great-gr&ndson of the second 
father of mankind ; the city, "which the 
prophet Daniel had rendered holy by his 
presence; the city, whence the good 
Cyrus had restored the poor, repentant 
Israelites from their captivity, back to 
their own land ! Her father rode on, 
and she followed him ; but how solemnly 
ftppaliing was the entire desolation of the 
immense plain it must once have occu- 
pied ! Long tracks of marsh* and pools 
of stagnant waters, lay amidst rank and 
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fetid weeds j and mounds on mounds of 
different heights, and in different direc- 
tions, stood on the dark and saline earth, 
the graves of streets and tempjes, prisons 
and palaces, all buried, equally undis- 
tinguishable to the lonely travellers, who 
now ventured to explore their lohg-for- 
gotten solitudes. That tower alone re- 
mained in any form of what it was, on 
which the bolt of justice had been hurled 
thousands of years ago ! and still it stood 
eminent, though rent and shattered — 
wearing the brand on its brow, a beacon 
to the world, of Heaven's wrath against 
lawless ambition, apostasy, and rebellion ! 
< "Ah !" cried Berenice to herself, " my 
father would never bring me to a spot 
like this, to again tempt the Almighty ven- 
geance on himself I" and her heart glowed 
with comfort, in the conclusion she cpuld 
not but draw } he had evidently brought 
her a rouiid, that she might traverse 
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more of this striking scene; and could 
he mean to dare the hand whose visible 
judgment lay every moment at their feet ? 
— Impossible ! — He appeared as bound 
in meditation as herself : and there was 
a dead stillness every where, as they 
moved along, excepting when their beasts 
carried them too near the pools; and 
then the water-snakes, more surprised 
than alarmed at a disturbance they had 
never known before, thrust forth their 
shining heads, and hissed at them as they 
passed* 

When close to the embankment of the 
Birs itself, it did indeed appear a moun- 
tain; a lone, silent, awfully stupendous 
wreck of former grandeur; a grandeur 
which, like the Ark, rested on the con- 
fines of the post-diluvian world ! standing 
now alone in that desert, interminable 
even to the horizon, and proclaiming, 
by a sign more eloquent than words, 
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"Here .stood Babylon!— But Babylon 
dies ! fallen from her height j swept from 
the map of nations ! — But here yet am 
I, the memorial of her greatness, and of 
her degradation !" 

The tower had been surrounded by a 
quadrangular wall, since mouldered into 
an apparently merely earthen rampart ; 
and within this, through, one of its four 
spaces of entrance, Eustace led the 
chamor of his daughter. He told her 
she must ascend the mount on foot j for 
so she, could not help calling the im- 
mense mass before her. With readiness 
-she obeyed, and without a touch of weari- 
ness; for the activity of the solemnly 
admiring spiijt, was then in every nerve. 
►But he would not allow her to tax her 
strength too far, by going beyond ihe 
point of their future menzil; and, when 
entered, she welcomed her hard couch, 
<and her rude fare, in the caverned lodging 
28 
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he Shad prepared fetf her, with a kijs of 
thanks iq>on his hand 4 thanks too, which 
ahe did not yet iventure to utter ; those* 
of her belief that she was still to remain 
ivith him, his unpolluted daughter. 

And Berenice's days of pensive p&ace- 
fulness seemed to grow upon her, gra- 
dually making her feel the little familiar 
care in which she shut herself from the 
scorching heat , of the sun, a kind of 
home j and then her beauteous nights of 
an almost divine meditation, when she 
walked out ah the broad levels, Or aisoerid- 
Jed the higher regions of the mount, arid 
contemplated the stars ; — the very stars 
which had shone on the Chaldean shep- 
Jherds ! the very stars which had shone 
on the proud eyes of Nimrod* when be 
commanded the erection of that building 
to the dues! the ,very stars which had 
lit the son of Cambyees, the great captain 
of the Lord, when he trampled under 
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foot the idol of the temple, on whose 
mouldering remains she then stood! — 
Or at other times, when the wind was 
up, and the doleful cries of the jackals 
and panthers, and other animals of the 
waste, were brought to her ear by/ the 
blast from the plain beneath j where 
the wild creatures, prowling about for 
prey amongst the tenantless and riven 
mounds, where human foot now never 
passed, bayed the moon fiercely in their 
hunger— or, desperate, tore each other 
with horrid howlings, while feeding on 
their mangled kind. ; — these were points 
in the awful scene around her which, 
while they impressed her more fully of the 
sure Word of Prophecy, yet she shrunk 
shuddering from j while the others, more 
delightedly ever opened her heart to 
the devout and heaven-raised thoughts, 
inspired by the sublimer hours of her 
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midnight contemplations; all then was 
sabbath within her. 

But the hour drew near, when the 
whole happy fabric would again be dis- 
solved. She was seated in her cavern, 
and conversing with her former ingenuous 
confidence with her father, over their 
simple desert repast of lentils and milk, 
when the young Arab hurried in with 
information, that a vast host was ap- 
proaching the Birs from the river ! His 
wife followed him almost immediately, 
saying, the band were coming on in full 
charge, and with banners flying from 
amidst their clouds of dust. 

" Do you see aught on their banners ?" 
enquired Eustace, who had started on his 
feet at the first news. . " I could only see 
them glittering in the sun," replied the 
woman. "It is well!" returned the 
prince; and told, them both to ascend 
the Birs, and watch farther. 
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When they had withdrawn, Now, 
Berenice," resumed he, " as you answer 
the demand I shall now make, you 
-luing the Messing or the curse of your 
.father upon your. head! Know y then, 
that the host which these people have 
announced, comes from the Caliph of 
,J8&gdat. it is not improbable that him- 
self mfty be with it If so, are you pre- 
pared to yeo^ive that -truly magnanimous 
prince, as becomes his betrothed bride ? 
,for betrothed you are ; the bracelet I 
clasped on your arm sealed you his !" 
l Berenice pate, and almost stiffened to 
' a statue, sunk prostrate at his ieet ; hold- 
ing up her hands imploringly, bfct her 
ashy lips could not move. 
' " Beware," cried he, " ©f uttering one 
word to say me nay J for in that instant, 
my malediction shall fall upon you ) a 
malediction to sever us for eyer, — in 
this world and the next ! for, in the hiqt 
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merit I have pronounced it, this ready' 
poniard shall preserve my honour to the 
Caliph ! And you, betrayer of your fe* 
ther, will be left to the just doom of a 
parricide ! Speak ! — - But let it be yea ?" 

Berenice closed her: eyes from the in- 
sufferable horror of his countenance. He 
stood over her, indeed, like the fell ad- 
versary of mankind, full of fury, and 
conscious impotence to compel his will;: 
and; yet he was her father; denouncing 
the sin of his own death, and lasting per- 
dition on her head, if she did not com* 
ply with his demand [ But to see hi*n 
die so, by his own hand, cursing her ; 
was more than her filial heart could 
stand, and with a terrific shriek, she ex* 
claimed— ' 
u Do witb me what you please V * 
Her father raised her from the ground; 
apd kissed her lips, but they were cold 
aitd shuddering. Yet, he bad gained 
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his point, and he was triumphant. He 
laid her icy chilled frame down upon the 
mattress, in the corner of her cave ; and 
sending in Rhodie to her assistance, whose 
little chamber was in a similar excavation, 
himself hastily clambered the mount to 
. its summit, to take cognizance with his 
own eyes of the approaching array. But 
when up there, and he^ looked down, it 
bore an aspect so different from what he 
anticipated, and almost all of it having 
arrived within shadow of the Birs itself, 
that his own senses seemed taken with a 
sort of dizzy apprehension he could not . 
comprehend. He therefore hurried from 
that pinnacled scalp of the ruins, to ex- 
amine the appearance a little nearer. 

In doing this, he rushed, unmarking, 
into one. of the shunned ravines of the 
building, which, by its smell, had hi- 
therto given him warning to avoid it; 
and from similar intimation alone, both* 
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himself and the members of his family, 
had hitherto protected themselves from 
any chance of meeting the wild animals 
that made their dens there. 

But now, the prince, heedless of his 
steps in pursuit of what he considered the 
crowning pillar of his life, darted along 
the bone-strewn causeway. He had 
scarcely advanced half-way towards the 
opening that looked towards the Eu^: 
phrates, before he felt himself hurled 
upon the jagged brick- work of the path, 
and with a force he knew no human person 
possessed j but the same moment dread- 
fully explained it. A young lioness, 
suckling her cubs, hearing man's steps 
passing the mouth of the fissure that con- 
tained her den, had burst upon him, 
and her paw was now upon his breast. 
But instantly she sprung up again, — a 
javelin had been levelled at her haunch, 
and struck it, and she turned with blazing 
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eye-balls on him ^rho had launched M ^ 
butt when iw the very act of pouncing! on 
the then unweaponed chief who had 
wounded her, a \rild yet: feeble roaring 
w$$ heard from the adjacent fissure, and 
thither instantly rushed the lioness. 

"Yonder is. her deir," observed two 
soldiers, just come up behind the mart 
who had struck tile javelin, " shall we 
follow ^ and; despatch her .?** 

"No," cried Eustace, covering; the 
r^at in his bleeding breast with th& folds* 
of hi» mantle, " let her live ! she has sfoin 
me in defence of her offspring, on the 
spot where I came to sacrifice my own !" 

But the men not regarding this injunc- 
tion^ so like that of wandering intellect 
i# the? dying petson* over whom thefc 
leader wad then leaning, were turning 
with their pointed spears into the! fissure, 
whea Eustace, by a violent effort, raising 
himself 6ft his affair called to thein-r 
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" Stop, and obey the last command of 
Eustace de Bouillon !" 

They did. For who amongst the 
crusade ranks knew not that name ! In 
wondering reverence of the great renown, 
they then fcaw bleeding there, they 
lowered their arms before his glazing 
eyes. And their leader, (who had seen the 
plunge of the lioness even in the moment 
of his entering the ravine on the oppo- 
site quarter, and by the iipmediate im- 
pulse of humanity, had lanced his weapon 
at her,) he bent over the fallen man, 
with something more than respect and 
pity, — he bowed himself there, in speech* 
less amazement, over Eustace de Bouil- 
lon , the fallen indeed ! 

For now he must read in him, the re- 
negade Christian chief, whose messenger 
he had accidentally encountered in the 
Arab's way to Bagdat j and discovering he 

VOL. Jh V 
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was carrying same embassy to the Calipfy, 
he took it from him ; and finding, mot 
merely the Caliph's pledge to put the 
person to whom he wrote in possession of 
the Holy Land, but also that person's 
rejfly written on it, the reader stood 
astounded with horror at a compact of 
such dire sacrilege between this nameless 
traitor, who dared to avow himself a 
crusade chief, and yet the enemy of 
them all. But the words in the letter, 
which had moved its giolhmt inter- 
ceptor to present himself before the 
halting-place of" so vile a shame to 
knighthood, whoever he might be, were 
these, " Come and take my daughter i 
she resists every persuasion from ihe 
dignity iof the iCaliph, but his presence 
,must sfthdye her by his; love .p* lEhere- 
fpjrq, to rescue a Clmvtiw nmA from 
such &bhqrred defileimenf;, (this youtMil 
soldier of the cross, called his bw^oom- 
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p*nions in arms arwi*d hta, put the 
despatch into his own bosom, and dismiss- 
ing the Arab, immediately sped forward 
to the Bws-Niwrod. 

For him, then, to find this premeditated 
murderer of his own soul; this ex- 
tinguisher of all his earthly honours, in 
the person of Eustace de Bouillon ! a 
hero, whose name he had ever regarded 
with wonder and admiration — for youth 
does not easily discover blame, in the 
splendid reputation — was, altogether, an 
astonishment, that might have allowed 
him to hesitate in believing it, if, in bend- 
ing down to examine the wound which 
the last exertion of Eustace had made 
bleed torrents, he had not seen what was 
likely to confirm his words. He thought 
he remembered the features, though now 
ao ghastly in death, to be the same of the 
unkncwn Christian chief of the caravan* 
awy > and then he had marvelled at his 
u 2 
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royal port, and suspected his rank to be 
beyond his retinue. 

Eustace, in one glance, recognized his 
deliverer to be Canute de Beaufort, the 
son of that Harold (happy in an honoured 
grave !), who had been his own compeer ; 
and who had saved his arm from slaying 
Courtenay at Jerusalem, when suspecting 
him of traversing his wooing of Berenice's 
mother! — In the caravansery he had 
known him to be that Beaufort's son; 
but he also knew that Baldwin de Bourg 
had set him down next in succession 
after that very Courtenay, to the throne 
of Jerusalem i What ! to be supplanted 
again and again ; at one time by a man 
he had held under his sword! and, 
lastly, by a boy! His pride of nature 
would not brook the common course of 
forcing restitution } and when accident 
brought him thus, suddenly, under the 
same roof with this his young unconscious 
rival, he would have destroyed him that 
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very night in the caravansery. But, oh ! 
short-sighted man! the Almighty had 
preserved him, to save his intended mur- 
derer ; to save him to a better life than 
this ; to yield him* " the eleventh hour" 
in his last day ! — more to the erring, but 
immortal spirit, than all its years before. 

" De Beaufort !" said Eustace, " I 
know thee. Raise me— I have yet 
strength to walk, and lean on thy arm. I 
will guide you where my daughter is. 
You must go in, and tell her what has 
happened j and tell her, the world, and 
all its vanities, are over with her father !" 

De Beaufort obeyed, as he was coin* 
manded by that voice which ever spoke 
as a sovereign ; but he obeyed, with the 
tenderness of the most heart-penetrated 
compassion ; for his own quickly discern- 
ing mind soon began to comprehend, with- 
out any direct explanations, the unhappy 
combinations, public and private, which 
u 3 
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had led to the direful result ; —* which* 
if not Sfopfted at this very pointy might 
have Wotted the name of De Bouillon 
with as foid a Stain, as it then stood spot- 
less fair! 

At the enhance of the cavera* Eustace 
seated himself on a jutment of the wall, 
while De Beaufort entered, to execute his 
melancholy task. Berenice lay upon her 
mattress* supported by Rhodie; and, 
with a shock of strange inexplicable feel- 
ings* (but only inexplicable for the mo- 
ment*) he beheld again the same corpse- 
like phantom of beauty, which had visited 
im menzil, and sent him abroad — a fugi- 
tive from death, that memorable night of 
the storm over the Chkal pass. He did 
not pause to ask himself; why a new hor- 
ror had started in his mind against the 
Prince de Bouillon, when he saw her he 
approached, and spoke. 

«• Lady Berenice !" 
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The stranger accents* and in such * 
tone of pity, made her unclose her sealed 
eyes ; — eyes, that she bad prayed, if hea- 
ven willed, might never look on aught 
on earth again! She gazed upon the 
speaker ; upon his red-cross armour ; and 
then upon bk face. She thought it was 
like De Beaufort's, But how could she 
now trust any of her thoughts! All 
seemed to surround her continually with 
vain shadows. But she exclaimed, 
" How comes a Christian knight here I 
Where is my father And she half 
arose, with a look of wild enquiry r ouad 
her. 

Short was De Beaufort's explanation ; 
but its full force could not be averted 
from the poor broken reed it almost 
crushed. Her father, torn, by a wild 
beast ! Dying, even then* at the door of 
her cave ! But the mortal pang hi her 
3oul summoned her nerve to its task 
u 4 
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she started from the ground, on which 
her mattress lay, rushed to the mouth of 
the cavern, and beheld him. 

She did not faint ; nor once withdraw 
her eyes from the terrific spectacle he 
presented. It was her father — her 
dying father — her repentant parent ! — 
And, all she could now hope, was to ex- 
pire when he should cease to breathe. 
By her assistance, with De Beaufort's, he 
was led into the cave, #nd laid on his own 
felt, which was nearer the entrance than 
hers; but his arm still clung, as if his 
soul were in it, to her neck, while she 
continued kneeling close to him. 

" De Beaufort," . said he, " I have not 
many minutes to live j the fangs went 
deep enough to reach my vitals ; but 
when I am gone; what is to be done with 
this forlorn one ? There is a sanctuary 
on Olivet ! — if you, a Christian knight, 
will conduct her to it ?— And betimes, 
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dear Beaufort ! — that you be not inter- 
rupted by the Caliph, to whom I was 
base enough to pledge her. But my 
punishment is on me — over me !"— and 
/he shuddered, with a rigour over him as 
of immediate dissolution ; his eyes fixed, 
and his teeth ground against each other. 
Oh ! what was then that countenance, 
which so lately had seemed that of a god! 
Berenice threw herself beside him on his 
bed, and was sensible to nothing, but 
calling on the mercy of Heaven ! De 
Beaufort, too, spoke he knew not what ; 
for he hardly believed that ear heard his 
immediate vow, ■ to devote himself to 
Berenice in all things. But Eustace did 
hear him, and revived ; for her fate, was 
the agony of soul which had seized him; 
not the pangs of the body's separation. 
He again raised his head, and turned his 
eyes upon the young Englishman. 
v 5 
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" She deserves it of thfee ; M cried he, 
" however worthless her father may be;— 
for she saved thy life at the pass of 
Chical." ' 

He paused again, breathlessly; and 
Berenice, who had risen when her fatter 
resumed his speech, listened, withering 
with new horror, at this confession of all 
that fearful night had portended. 

" From whatever cause arose the 
menace of my life," returned De Beau- 
fort, " I have never ceased to cherish her 
image, who warned me thence; and 
Providence has been my guide, to swear 
it to her ! I am on my return from 
Edessa, where we have discomfited the 
Caliph's troops; and driven him too 
far into the cast, to leave it likely he 
should meet me here. But even in the 
moment of his flight from Bagdat, I 
found, and freed, the son of Courtenay 
of Edessa, whom all had supposed slain. 
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And now, feeling myself freed by that 
discovery, I am on my journey home- 
ward, by Jerusalem ; there to resign, into 
Baldwin's hands, his bestowed heritage 
of the two sovereignties ! For, — * I am 
young, and I have fought, and I have 
gathered glory, but O ! through what fields 
of horror! ~ my soul is sick of all, of 
every thing,- but what empowers the 
Christian who may sheath his sword* to 
walk humbly with his God, and be at 
v peace with all his kind ! If, then, to such 
a man, with only an earldom's simple 
home in England, and a faithful heart 
as dowry from a husband, you, princel 
would bestow her to my care, twelve 
months, under my mother's roof, I would 
try to win her love ; and, if I fail, then 
she shall be free to command me, to take 
her to any other asylum j to any noble 
house in England, or bade to Olivet in 
Palestine." 

u6 
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Eustace had listened, during this, with 
many varied emotions ; he felt he saw 
the true hero before him ; the man who 
fought for the glory, not the prey ; for 
the relief of men, not a dominion over 
them. When he heard that the Caliph of 
Bagdat had already been conquered, and 
fled, how wide did the hand of awful re* 
tribution seem to him to stretch! On 
himself it lay, sealing the fiat of an 
eternal banishment. Dark as he was in 
soul, and going downward, even with the 
eyes of his mental vision opened, into the 
interminable abyss, his spirit clung to his 
daughter — he took her hand within his 
cold grasp : — 5 

" Berenice! If my eyes are to close m 
any peace, you will confide this hand to him 
on the conditions he proffers." Almost 
mechanically she obeyed, and the ready 
hand of De Beaufort /grasped hers, till 
hei; father, gaspingly, resumed—" Thanks, 
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De Beaufort ; thanks, my child. I oWe 
thee, Berenice, more than father ever can 
repay; for by thee, my soul has been 
saved from the overwhelming conscious- 
ness of blood-guiltiness, at this hour; 
but yet the sin of the intent is on me f 
and the sin of the dire intent of sacri- 
ficing thee. How shall I wash those 
prints of my sentence ? Will this blood, 
from my lacerated veins, do it? No* 
Berenice — pray, pray for thy father, that 
he find not a throne in the pit of perdi- 
tion, when he leaves thee." 

"Oh, my father!" cried she; "the 
blood of him who died upon the cross, 
will wash you white as snow. Hating 
your sins, believe but in his mercy, and 
you are saved. " She was on her knees, 
when she uttered this. 

" De Beaufort, you are a man and a 
soldier j is it so ?" 



Digitized by 



446 THE PILGRIMAGE OF BERENICE, 

" It is the fact, the divinely sanctioned 
£*ct," returned the young earl; "and 
# need were, I would go to the stake to 
manifest my belief, that it is so ; but I 
have with me, one in my army* who will 
giv$ it more holy evidence thaa lies on a 
soldier's lip/' 

Aod, without waiting for reply, he 
instantly quitted the cave, and with the 
haste of a moment returned, accompa- 
nied by the venerable confessor, who had 
been his companion to Palestine. A 
word introduced him to the confidence of 
Eustace, and while he commenced in 
low accents with the dying penitent, 
Berenice with Rhodie and De Beaufort 
kjaelt together, though apart, and all 
prayed earnestly, though silendy, for the 
departing soul. 

At last Eustace called to tibem to draw 
near him. 



" This man of God," said be, « has 
shown me the gates of heaven, opening 
even for me j has shown me the mantle 
with which the all-sufficient Expiator, 
will pover my loathsomeness, and change 
it to his own bright purity. Come close 
to me, my child ! and here, on my bed 
of death, receive the first and the last 
earthly blessing from thy father's lips ; 
— yet if I may, even in another life, I will 
bless thee !" 

Berenice drew close to him ; shall I 
say it, happy in her misery, for she saw 
his redeemed spirit before her, and in his 
eternal happiness her own soul rejoiced 
The confessor had already touched him 
with the sacred unction, had given him 
to taste of the holy rite, which, to the 
penitent alone, can ever be administered. 
Eustace opened his arms tp receive his 
daughter. The horrid rent in his breast 
was hidden from her sight, by the coils of 
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atuffwith which De Beaufort had staunched 
the blood. Trembling, but full of a filial 
love, that would have gladly never risen 
thence, she put herself within his arms, and 
there heard those precious words breath- 
ed over her, that seemed again to seal 
her his, his own daughter, for ever. He 
felt the filial agony that beat in her heart 
against his failing pulse, and calling up 
the last effort of his strength, firmly 
added : — 

" Having blessed thee, my child, I 
leave thee for the presence of my Re- 
deemer; and there, my best-beloved! 
before his footstool, thoii wilt find me 
with thy mother, — perfected in bliss, 
when thou art with us !" With the last, 
half-breathed sentence, his face sunk 
upon her head, and his clasping arms 
fell from her sides. 

She needed no more, to tell her the 
mighty spirit had fled ; and herself fell 
20 
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back insensible, upon the breast of 
Rhodie. 

She was taken thence by De Beaufort 
and carried to the foot of the mound, 
where his own temporary tent had been 
pitched. But no real recollection return- 
ed to her, while the solemn rites were 
performing above, which consecrated the 
cave of , her father, to be his tomb j and 
closed its narrow entrance with many 
piles of gathered bricks, upon his lonely 
remains ! De Beaufort, when he turned 
from the spot, exclaimed under a shower 
of tears, " So, rest thee, brave De Bouil- 
lon ! man cannot now be thy adversary ; 
and thy peace is with God !" 



The English earl, on descending, was 
glad to seize the paroxysm of the daugh- 
ter's wandered thought, to bear her froita 
the place entirely ; and, by the dexterity 
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of his soldiers, who soon formed a canopy, 
large, enough to contain her and Rhodie, 
with some willow boughs which they 
brought from the Euphrates (hardly 
more than an hour's ride-from the Birs) 
and making draperies of his scarfs, she 
was placed carefully within it, on the back 
of a trusty camel, and attended by her 
Courd j who now loved her, indeed* as 
her all on earth. 

But ere the brave battalions, which 
were now her conductors, had passed 
quite out of view of Babylon, Berenice 
raised her head from ber pillow, and 
looking earnestly at Rhodie, who sat at 
her side, asked her " whether it were trucw 
what her own memory told her ; that her 
father was dead ; and she was now a poor 
homeless, outcast orphan ?" 

" Not homeless, nor outcast," returned 
the Courd, "the preserving angel is with 
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us. But look yonder, lady, there is the 
Birs for the last time." 

" And there my father sleeps ! — My 
father! O my father! Babylon has in- 
deed been a land of desolation to thy 
child !" And she threw herself back on 
her pillow, in the wringing throes of an 
unutterable sense of woe. But starting 
again, to once more behold the spot 
where he lay, she looked, but it was 
gone ! and then, with a cry, as if himself 
had vanished suddenly from her sight, 
she sunk down, weeping tears, which 
only Heaven's balm could stay. 

But I need not recount the days of 
Berenice's fearful visitation. She passed 
through Jerusalem, and, leaning on the 
arm of De Beaufort, knelt by her mother's 
grave ; and there both plighted their 
vows to each other j for she felt, that if 
her heart now drew to anything beneath 
the heavens, it was to the brave and 
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gentle being who had saved her father ! 
Saved him, as the minister of mercy saves 
the dying Christian. 

Again she trod the green heights of 
Olivet But the plumage of its dove 
was yet too ruffled in her breast, to abide 
the memories that pressed upon her. 
Yet those were there, who promised, if 
she would summon them, to join her in 
the fair land to which she was journey- 
ing. But one left the mount even then. 
De Beaufort had . brought Alexius Po. 
ligne in his train ; and he soothed, and 
wedded Salome. . 

The travel and the voyage were per- 
formed. And it was in Inppy sheltered 
England, that Berenice began to feel 
the power of the balm, which her father's 
hallowed hour in dying had shed into her 
heart ; also the blessing he had bestowed 
upon her, in giving her to the protection 
of De Beaufort j and, in the same day 
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that she became his wife, before the altar 
of the little chapel of his lady mother in 
her castle at Burnham -Beeches, (where 
the Baroness of Hardres, and her noble 
lord, were also present,) she founded 
this chantry of ours in the gently declin- 
ing valley near, for the souls of them 
who perished in the desert, when those 
dearest to her were spared, to die a 
death of hope ! 

Rhodie became a comforted sister of 
the order, and under the sainted name of 
Magdalena, died amongst us only a year 
ago. — But shall I not speak of them who 
came from Olivet? Mildred was the 
friend, who awaited, and obeyed the caUL 
And here Mildred has continued, till, as 
your reverend mother Agnes, she be- 
comes the writer of this record. 

But our lady did not desert 1 us, after 
she had become a happy bride. — She 
came weekly to our oratory, to join her 
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prayers with ours, for them who lay 
beneath the sand. And she remembered 
Jerusalem loo in her orisons ; and Ba- 
bylon the great city, lying afar off, in its 
own vast sepulchre ? forgotten, now, al- 
most by man, till the great day, when it 
will arise to judgment 5 — and to mercy, 
she trusts ! — for she knows in whom she 
trusts j — who, then, can make her 
doubt ? With such conviction, she ever 
leaves the altar of our priory, and with a 
smile of radiance over her countenance ; 
oh ! how like an angel ! 

But where would it end, were I to re- 
gister her every deed of blessedness within 
this house, and without it, to all her be- 
nign spirit can influence ? The gates of 
Ockhault, her husband's favourite home, 
never open, but to greet with kindness, or 
to dispense beneficence. — And the names 
n£ the Lady Berenice and Earl Canute of 
Beaufort, are never breathed by poor or 
21 
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rich, without prayers' from the one, and 
words of reverence by the other. 

Such, my daughters, is your benefac- 
tress ! and such having been the result of 
Berenice's pilgrimage, I can only add, — 
when my voice is hushed, teach the 
young and the innocent, who come from 
the world, to study her meek virtues, 
" and go and do likewise ! ,f 
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NOTE. 

The writer of the preceding tale can- 
not refrain from mentioning the real 
facts which suggested two of its leading 
circumstances. 

That of De Beaufort's steady main- 
tenance of his post on the mole at Tyre, 
was grounded on the following anecdote 
she found some years ago in a note at- 
tached to an elegant little poem, called 
" Regulbium, or Reculver." The Author 
had been speaking of the coast of Kent, 
and its storms, when he remarks : — 

" The town of Margate still exhibits 
marks of the devastation committed by 
the violent gale of January 1808, when 
the pier and the jetty were nearly de- 
stroyed. A circumstance which took place 
during the storm above alluded to, 
deserves perpetual remembrance, as ex- 
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hibiting a remarkable instance of forti- 
tude and the force of military discipline. 
A militia soldier, who was stationed at 
the extremity of the pier as a sentinel on 
that fatal night, refused to quit his post 
during the storm, and having lashed him- 
self to the post of the lanthorn, which 
fortunately was the only , erection on the 
pier not carried away by the waves, he 
remained in that ^ perilous . situation until 
the fury of the gale abated. It would not 
be an easy task to describe, in adequate 
language, the horrors, with which he. was 
surrounded." Had this man been in the 
line, how surely would such gallantry in 
attending to discipline, have raised him 
to his deserved rank in the army of his 
country! / 

The other event t suggested by a 
parallel circumstance, is that of the 
lioness quitting her adversary, on the cry 
of her young ; which corresponding cir- 
cumstance happened to the brave father 
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of one of our most distinguished naval 
officers, who, while in lndi$, having 
called off the attention of a wild elephant 
upon himself to save hia friend, was just 
under the grasp of the animal's trunk, 
when the cry of her young elephants from 
the opposite wood, carried their dam off 
instantly on full speed. 

With regard to the scenes on the Plain 
of Shinar, perhaps the writer hardly need 
say, that she borrows their topography, 
&c* from her brother's travels through 
that country; yet, by avowing it here, 
she at least adorns that part of her story 
with the pledge of truth. 
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